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NOBODY  PUTS  BABY  IN  A  CORNER 

19  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner  meetings  were  held  between  October 
2009  and  June  2010.  To  celebrate  the  time  we  had  together  and  more 
importantly  -  point  to  a  glorious  collective  future  -  we  asked  for,  and 
gathered  reflections,  ideas,  fiicts  and  poetics  from  participants.  We  wanteci 
to  simply  share  some  thoughts  that  came  out  of  coming  together  as  femi- 
nists in  the  city  of  New  York.  As  the  idea  of  the  meetings  was  to  create  an 
ongoing  feminist  discussion,  this  publication  can  be  seen  as  an  extension  of 
that,  as  one  of  many  outcomes  of  the  NPBIAC  ventures. 

We  would  like  to  thank  all  who  participated  throughout  the  year,  and 
thanks  to  those  who  contributed  to  the  publication.  Tlianks  to  all  who  took 
time  to  engage  and  share,  those  who  where  in  time  and  the  ones  who  where 
late,  thanks  to  all  of  you  who  wanted  to  be  there  but  couldn't.  Tlianks  to 
those  who  brought  snacks  and  food  for  thought.  Tlianks  for  pushing  the 
envelope  in  the  opposite  direction.  Tlianks  to  all  of  us  who  made  this,  we 
who  where  there  when  it  went  down,  without  us  we  are  nothing!  Tliank 
you  for  being  there,  thank  you  for  disagreeing. 

Johanna  Gustavsson  and  Malin  Arnell 
New  York,  May  27,  2010. 


Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner 
SCHEDULE  2009  -  2010 

June  2010 

June  17th,  7-9  pm,  Evaluation,  Revelation,  Revolution. 
June  1 1th,  6-8  pm,  Whitney  ISP,  Studio  Program  Exhibition,  Opening 
Reception  and  release  for  the  NPBIAC  Publication,  Art  in  General  (79 
Walker  street,  Manhattan). 

May  2010 

May  24th,  7-9  pm,  Devrim  Mavi  on  A  feminist  party  in  the  parliament  -  a 
good  idea? 

May  17th,  7-9  pm,  Rebecka  Thor,  Lawen  Mohtadi  and  Devrim  Mavi  on 
JJje  personal  yiarrative  in  political  writing. 

April  2010 

April  28th,  8-10  pm,  Asa  Elzen  and  Hong-An  Truong  on  the  YESl  Associa- 
tion. 

April  21st,  8-10  pm,  Craig  Willse  and  Dean  Spade  on  Different  ways  of 
conceptualizing  stateness. 

April  14th,  8-10  pm,  Maria  Lind  on  Collaborative  practices  in  contemporary 
art. 

March  2010 

March  31st,  7-9  pm,  Dara  Greenwald  on  School  As  Art. 

March  26th,  7-9  pm.  Amy  Scholder,  editorial  director  of  the  Feminist  Press. 

March  10th,  7-9  pm,  Malin  Arnell  on  Expressions  of  anger  and  reason  for 

action. 

February  2010 

February  26th,  7-9  pm,  Catherine  Lord  on  Memories  of  anger  and  oj  un- 
learning, among  other  things. 

February  15th,  7-9  pm,  Barbara  Steveni  on  Artist  Placement  Group  (APG) 
and  I  AM  AN  ARCHIVE. 

January  2010 

January  27th,  7-9  pm,  ENCORE:  Tia  Simone  Gardner,  MPA,  Jordan 

Troeller,  Danna  Vajda  on  New  Feminist  Economy. 

January  20th,  7-9  pm,  Tia  Simone  Gardner,  MPA,  Jordan  Troeller,  Danna 

Vajda  on  New  Feminist  Economy. 

January  11  th,  7-9  pm,  Kajsa  Dahlberg  and  Ginger  Brooks  Takahashi  on 

Wimmin's  spaces,  queer  intentional  spaces,  communal  situations,  and  land 

trusts. 


December  2009 

December  16th,  7-9  pm,  screening  ofKamera  Iduji,  a  film  project  made  by 

the  group  kleines  postfordistische  Drama  (A  small  Post-Fordist  Drama)  in 

2004. 

December  2ncl,  7-9  pm,  A.K.  Burns,  K8  Hardy  and  A.L.  Steiner  on 

W.A.G.E. 

November  2009 

November  25th,  7-9  pm,  Malmoe  Free  University  For  Women  (MFK)  and 

Katerina  Llanes  on  Organizing  and  how  to  engage  collectives  in  apolitical 

direction. 

November  4th,  7-9  pm,  Jennifer  Hayashida  on  Narratives  of  belonging, 

exclusion,  and/ or  forgetting. 

October  2009 

October  21st,  7-9  pm,  Information/start-up  meeting. 


Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner 
STATEMENT 

Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner  is  a  series  of  feminist  gatherings  in  NYC 
through  2009-2010  initiated  by  Malin  Arnell  and  Johanna  Gustavsson,  two 
Swedish  artists  attending  the  Whitney  Independent  Study  Program.  The 
idea  is  to  create  an  ongoing  feminist  discussion,  inviting  artists,  activists  and 
theorists  to  share  fascination,  indignation  and  excitement  about  societal 
structures,  private  parties,  political  fiction,  personal  faction  and  all  those 
situations  that  constitutes  everyday  life.  The  project  itself  aims  to  expand 
experiences  of  collaboration  and  develop  participatory  practices.  With  our 
activities  we  hope  to  contribute  to  the  overthrowing  of  male  supremacy, 
ethnical  supremacy  and  of  hierarchies  connected  to  physical  and  mental 
ability,  sexuality  and  class.  We  will  frame  the  meetings  through  feminist 
pedagogy. 

Each  occasion  is  open  to  20  participants  and  RSVP  to 
nobodyputsbabyinacorner2009@live.com  is  necessary. 
All  activities  are  free. 
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Katerina  Llanes 

The  Trouble  With  Organizing:  Temporary  Models  of  Feminist 
Collaborative  Action 


As  of  late,  there  has  been  a  resurgence  of  controversy  over  the  word 
feminism.  Springing  up  on  panels  and  art  exhibitions'  throughout  New 
York  City,  everyone  seems  to  be  asking  what  use,  if  any,  does  feminism  have 
in  contemporary  society?  On  February  21  2009,  two  participants  at  the 
W'hitnev  Independent  Study  Program  held  an  open  call  "town-hall  style" 
meeting  at  the  Whitney  Museum  to  discuss  the  state  of  feminism  now.  The 
cxcni, mXtdBack  to  the  Future. ..An  Experi7?icntiil  Discussion  on  Contemporary 
Feyninist  Practice,  was  meant  to  break  through  the  semantics  of  previous 
feminist  positions  by  finding  new  vocabulary  to  articulate  their  concept 
of  "feminism-as-lived-practice".  The  two  organizers,  Jen  Kennedy  and  Liz 
Linden,  sent  out  a  worksheet  in  advance  of  the  meeting  with  a  dictionary 
of  approximate  terms,  replacing  Misogyny  with  Prejudice,  Motherhood 
with  Parenting,  Sexual  Liberation  with  Pleasure,  and,  of  course.  Feminism 
with  Lived  Practice.  Also  included  was  a  questionnaire  asking  "F^ow  do 
you  practice  feminism  today?"  and  suggestions  replacements  for  words  we 
find  problematically  rooted  in  the  past.  As  is  often  the  case  when  publicly 
discussing  feminist  issues,  a  lively  debate  ensued  wherein  some  argued 
that  the  word  feminism  was  exclusionary  or  historically  essentialist  -  that 
perhaps  equalist  or  phemonist"  would  be  a  better  term  -  while  others  fought 
to  save  the  word  from  obliteration;  spreading  identification  in  the  name  of 
a  hard  battled  movement.  The  evening  may  have  turned  out  more  failure 
than  success,  poor  moderation  combined  with  passionate  and  conflicting 
views  made  for  a  rather  messy  evening,  but  in  striking  the  proverbial  feminist 
nerve,  it  was  clear  that  these  two  were  definitely  onto  something. 

While  I  disagreed  with  much  of  what  was  said  that  night,  the 
idea  of  embracing  feminism  in  contemporary  lived  terms  rather  than  as  a 
historically  preserved  movement  appealed  to  me  and  my  understanding  of 
feminism  as  embodied  action.  During  that  time,  I  was  a  student  at  the  Center 
for  Curatorial  Studies  at  Bard  College  and  had  begun  work  on  organizing  a 
feminist  queer  art  school.  The  project  was  called  Sessions  and 


1  Spearheaded  by  two  concurrent  feminist-driven  exhibitions:  Wackl  Art  and  the  Feminist 
Revolution  organized  At  Moca  in  Los  Angeles  (travehng  to  MoMa  PSl)  and  Global  Feminisms  at  the 
Brooklyn  Museum  both  debuted  in  March  200". 

2  Coined  bv  artist  A.L.  Steiner 


it  would  manifest  as  a  weekend  of  artist-run  workshops  to  take  place  in  an 
old  Odd  Fellows  Lodge'  in  upstate  New  York.  Together  with  a  group  of 
roughly  40  artists,  writers,  designers,  and  makers,  we  self-published  a  book 
that  acted  as  a  preface  to  the  project,  stating  the  mission  and  exhibiting  the 
work  oi  each  of  the  participants.  The  intention  was  to  create  a  Womanhouse- 
like  center  for  art  production  where  artists  developed  unique  courses  that 
they  would  then  teach  to  one  another  as  a  means  of  feminist  collaboration 
and  queering  curriculum.  It  was,  like  many  contemporary  school  projects^, 
meant  as  a  critique  of  the  increasing  costs  of  privatized  American  education 
and  the  kinds  of  knowledge  they  produce  and  re-enforce.  However,  unlike 
these  projects,  its  aim  was  to  be  specifically  feminist  and  specifically  queer. 
But  what  exactly  would  that  mean? 

To  be  feminist,  as  I  understood  it,  was  to  upset  the  power  dynamics 
embedded  in  patriarchy.  Similarly,  to  queer  a  school  structure  meant 
challenging  traditional  course  curriculums  to  create  new  ways  of  seeing  and 
receiving  information.  Artists  were  invited  to  develop  courses  stemming 
from  their  work  that  they  would  then  teach.  For  example,  Lee  Maida,  an 
artist  working  in  textiles,  lead  a  Body  Weaving  Workshop  in  which  she 
invited  everyone  to  gather  in  groups  and  use  their  limbs  as  the  loom;  weaving 
together  scraps  of  fabric  that  took  shape  around  the  human  figure.  Travis 
Boyer  set  up  camp  outside  with  a  rainy  rendition  of  his  traveling  Indigo  Girls 
project  in  which  people  brought  materials  to  dye  in  a  natural  fermentation 
vat  of  indigo.  Cyrus  Saint  Amand  Poliakoff  and  Anne  Fiall  paired  up  to 
create  an  Ashwaganda  Workshop  -  an  immersive  ritualistic  performance 
centered  around  the  smell  of  a  horse  that  would  later  develop  into  the 
signature  scent  of  Sessions.  While  there  was  no  intrinsic  link  between  the 
workshops,  each  came  to  embrace  a  somatic  expression,  making  the  body, 
and  moreover,  bodies  together  a  central  part  of  the  learning  experience. 

And  yet,  while  Sessions  found  moments  of  temporary  collaboration, 
the  longevity  and  commitment  I  was  hoping  for  had  fallen  through.  Time 
constraints  made  it  difficult  for  people  to  commit  to  an  entire  weekend 
upstate.  Many  participants  came  for  their  own  workshops  and  then  left. 
Cliques  of  friends  made  others  feel  excluded.  Similarly  to  the  Back  to  the 
Future  conference,  the  structure  had  collapsed  because  it  had  never  really  been 
set  into  place.  Flow,  I  wondered,  was  a  project,  not  to  mention  a  movement, 
to  gain  momentum  in  a  demanding  cultural  climate  with  individual  rather 


3  Tlic  Odd  Fellows  is  a  fraternal  organization  established  in  1"'''  century  UK  and  brought  to 
America  in  181 9  where  the  first  lodge  was  built  in  Baltimore,  Maryland.  Odd  Fellows  are  also 
known  as  "The  Tliree  Link  Fraternity"  which  stands  For  Friendship,  Love  and  Truth. 

4  Sundown  Schoolhouse  in  LA,  Mark  Dion  Mildred's  Lane,  Bruce  High  Quality 
Foundation  in  NY,  and  Copenhagen  Free  University  to  name  a  tew. 


than  collective  interests?  And  how,  as  a  sole  organizer,  was  I  to  initiate  anci 
sustain  a  collaborative  group  project? 

To  answer  these  tpestions,  I  looked  beyond  national  borders  and 
into  Malmoe,  Sweden  where  Lisa  Nyberg  and  Johanna  Gustavsson  have  been 
running  for  over  four  years  now  a  Free  University  for  Women  (MFK).  I  had 
researched  many  self-organized  school  projects  in  preparation  for  Sessions, 
but  none  had  so  clearly  stated  a  feminist  agenda: 

Malmoe  Free  University  for  Women,  MFK  is  an  ongoing 
public  art  project  aiming  to  create  a  place  were  art, 
politics  and  feminism  are  brought  together,  opened 
and  combined.  We  use  temporary  separatism  as  a  way 
to  practice  intersectionality.  Included  in  our  work  is 
a  wish  to  question  and  develop  the  concept  of  art  as 
well  as  pushing  the  feminist  movement  forward  The 
purpose  of  the  University  is  to  create  a  space  for  creative, 
intellectual,  political  dialogue  and  action.  To  re-think  and 
re-frame  the  notion  of  history  as  it  is  taught  in  schools 
and  universities  and  to  find  "new"  or  "other"  forms  of 
storytelling,  knowledge  and  learning.^ 

Thinking  of  our  respective  projects  site-specifically,  I  wondered  if 
MFK  could  find  the  kind  of  dedication  necessary  to  survive  in  a  busy  city  like 
New  York.  I  would  soon  find  out.  In  the  fall  of  2009,  Johanna  co-founded 
a  new  feminist  project  with  collaborator  and  colleague  at  the  Whitney  ISP 
Malin  Arnell  called  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner  (NPBIAC).  The  same 
way  that  Sessions  had  strategically  parasited  off  of  CCS  Bard,  NPBIAC 
would  use  the  host  institution  (Whitney  ISP)  as  its  meeting  ground. 
Using  feminist  pedagogy  as  its  framework,  their  project  aims  "to  create 
an  ongoing  feminist  discussion,  by  inviting  artists,  activists  and  theorists 
to  share  fascination,  indignation  and  excitement  about  societal  structures, 
private  parties,  political  fiction,  personal  faction  and  all  those  situations  that 
constitute  everyday  life."^'  And  after  having  attended  several  of  the  evening 
discussions,  I  can  honestly  say  that  it  does  just  that. 

Each  meeting  begins  with  a  "round"  wherein  everyone  sits  in  a  circle 
and  introduces  themselves  along  with  their  interests.  Tliis  might  seem  like  a 
rather  ordinary  gesture,  but  what  it  does  is  essential  in  bringing  an  otherwise 
disparate  group  together,  face-to-face,  so  that  even  if  one  chooses  not  to 
speak  for  the  rest  of  the  night,  their  presence  is  still  felt.   The  atmosphere 


5  http://\v\\'\v.nifkuniversitet. blogspot.com/ 

6  hctp://nobodyputsbabyinacorncr20()920 10.blogspot.com/ 


in  these  meetings  is  warm,  intelligent,  and  respectful  in  part  because  of  the 
structure  that  has  been  set  into  place.  Johanna  and  Malin  take  time  before 
each  meeting  to  outline  the  schedule  for  the  evening  and  provide  everyone 
with  a  timeframe  that  they  are  careful  to  enforce.  While  I  had  originally 
thought  that  a  feminist  project  should  de-hierarchichize  power  relations  by 
allowing  events  to  flow  free  form,  I  have  since  found  that  structure  is  in  fact 
a  necessary  element  if  one  is  to  achieve  an  equal  distribution  of  power  and 
participation. 

Simultaneously,  that  structure  needs  to  remain  open  and  flexible 
so  as  not  to  exclude  people  from  participating.  While  I  had  impinged  upon 
Sessions  the  idea  of  full-participation  and  expected  that  people  would  stay 
for  the  duration  of  the  weekend,  Malin  and  Johanna  took  on  a  more  modest 
approach  by  making  each  meeting  open  by  RSVP  so  that  you  could  come  to 
one,  two,  or  all,  it  would  make  no  difference  as  each  event  was  self-contained. 
Moreover,  I  had  asked  that  Sessions  participants  also  be  organizers  to  make 
the  project  truly  collaborative  when  in  fact,  what  I  really  needed  was  just 
one  other  person  to  plan  the  project  alongside  me  so  that  it  would  be  a 
collaboration  from  conception  as  opposed  to  an  imposed  diluted  one  down 
the  line. 

Along  with  these  lessons  learned,  I  gained  a  new  understanding  of 
feminism,  one  that  focuses  on  the  fragmentary  nature  of  the  movement;  the 
temporality  of  collaborative  action.  It  is  in  the  multiplicity  of  these  initiated 
efforts,  however  fragile  and  small,  failed  or  accomplished,  that  together  we 
make  up  the  whole  of  the  feminist  landscape.  Tiny  flames  dispersed  into  the 
world  to  catch  fire  and  begin  again. 


Katerina  Llanes  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Malmoe  Free 
University  For  Women  (MFK)  on  Organizing  and  how  to  engage 
collectives  in  a  political  direction. 


Asa  Elzen 

From  the  project  In  Search  of  a  Revolutionary  Feminist  Self- 
Mary  Wollstonecraft's  Scandinavian  journey  179S  reconsidered 
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Asa  Elzen  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Hong-An  Truong  on  the 
YES!  Association. 


Anonymous 

We  Are  The  Signs  And  The  Signal 


Who  allows  themselves,  affords  themselves,  the  possibility  of-  risk,  puts 

themselves  at  stake  ? 

Who  overcomes  tear,  acts  on  thinking,  without  thinking,  sees  thinking  as 

acting. 

Can? 

Who  speaks  loudly  into  the  microphone  at  the  conference,  takes  her  shirt 

ofFin  the  nightclub,  takes  off  her  panties  on  stage? 

Who  goes  to  another  place,  stays  in  one  place,  who  asks  you  to  look  after 

their  child  for  20  minutes,  who  goes  out  to  film  when  it's  - 1 5  degrees 

centigrade,  who  survived  a  stomach  virus? 

Who  fought  tor  contraception  rights,  homosexuals  and  anarchism  in  the 

late  19th  century? 

Who  cooks  for  many  people  without  really  planning  it,  fasts  tor  6  days, 

retuses  to  get  out  of  bed,  spend  money,  work,  communicate,  refuses  to 

identify  with  any  one  group  or  ideology? 

Who  gets  fisted  in  the  toilet  at  a  nightclub,  bases  their  look  on  David 

Hockney,  is  ready  and  willing  to  share  the  problematic  reading  of  an  image, 

who  gets  to  read  it,  who  retuses  to  look,  refuses  to  leave,  to  pay,  leave 

without  being  paid? 

Who  is  here,  present  and  ready? 

We, 

I  do  mean  us,  have  been  experiencing  great  transformations,  our  bodies. 
Our  social  relations. 


When  we  say  it  is,  we  are  saying  it  is. 
Nobody  could  have  explained  it  to  us. 
And  we  do. 


I  have  been  thinking  and  talking  with  others  about  what  it  means  to  make 
public  declarations,  public  declarations  about  social  relations,  politics, 
through  words  or  another  action/visual  language,  clothes,  ways  of  behaving 
and  reflecting  on  behaviour.  Doing  that  in  public,  rather  than  in  private, 
not  private  thinking,  not  private  living. 

From  vertical  to  horizontal  and  back  again. 

How  can,  could  we  make  this  work? 

Work  is  the  wrong  word,  isn't  it? 

We  are  treating  each  other  with  care,  curiosity  and  a  willingness  to  share 
and  support  each  other,  in  a  time,  in  time. 

We  had  the  feeling  that  we  didn't  have  so  much  time  and  resources. 

But  we  do  have  time,  time  is  so  generous,  it  is  multiplying. 

We  can  make  time  for  things  as  we  unmake  time,  cut  things  short  or  stay 
longer,  deciding  when  to  stop  and  when  to  start. 

We  have  resources,  we  have  enough  resources,  we  do  have  enough. 

We  have  enough  money  and  resources. 

Is  it  irresponsible  to  act  like  you  don't  have  enough  money  and  resources 
when  you  do  ? 

Is  it  irresponsible  to  not  try  to  get  money,  to  not  make  plans  ? 

Time  is  available,  we  are  available  in  time,  for  better  relations,  support, 
working,  friendship,  understanding,  waiting. 

Last  time 

In  the  past  over  one  month  ago  I  decided  that  I  would  like  to  try  to 
cover  two  big  windows  in  an  exhibition  space. 

I  am  often  covering  windows  in  an  apartment,  I  imagine  a  person  seeing 
me,  looking  at  me  and  what  I  am  doing  inside. 
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In  the  past  months  I  have  tried  to  change. 

I  have  done  things  without  curtains,  or  cloths  on  the  window. 

I  have  thought  about  how  I  am  perpetuating  the  privatisation  of  desires. 

What  happens  when  we  don't  try  to  make  things  pubhc  because  we  assume 
that  they  will  not  be  accepted. 

Who  is  interested? 

Who  is  interested? 

I  wanted  to  cover  the  windows  on  the  night  of  the  opening  of  the 
exhibition. 

This  would  also  serve  as  a  practical  solution  to  the  problem  of  natural  light 
from  the  window. 

It  would  help  to  be  able  to  see  video  projections  and  monitors  that  were 
part  of  the  exhibition. 

I  felt  conscious  that  my  gesture  would  affect  other  works,  and  wanted  to 
think  about  that,  and  not  shy  away  from  this  gesture. 

You  are  affecting  me,  I  am  affecting  you. 

We  took  fabrics  from  your  storage  unit,  fabrics  that  you  had  collected  over 
the  years. 

I  felt  some  guilt  about  taking  your  time  and  going  to  the  storage  unit  that 
day,  and  borrowing  these  things. 

I  didn't  really  want  to  plan  too  much  or  try  things  out,  or  think  too  much 
about  how  I  would  cover  the  windows. 

It  was  hard  to  know  who  would  be  there  and  what  the  situation  would  be 
like.  We  brought  the  fabrics  and  left  them  there  in  a  pile,  in  preparation. 

On  the  night  of  the  opening,  I  decided  to  start  working  with  the  curtain 
alone  in  the  beginning  and  slowly  ask  people  who  were  close  by  to  help  me. 
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Initially  two  women,  strangers  helped  a  lot,  and  made  a  lot  of  decisions 
about  how  to  go  on  with  it,  but  they  were  not  able  to  stay  long. 

Slowly  others  came,  friends,  and  still  more  strangers.  The  space  was  hot  and 
grew  hotter,  and  darker,  slowly.  Eventually  the  windows  were  covered,  not 
solidly  but  for  some  time  darkened  at  least. 

After  working  on  covering  the  windows  I  took  a  microphone  attached  to 
a  PA  system,  I  asked  someone  to  pass  the  microphone  out  of  the  window, 
down  to  the  street,  I  would  go  outside  and  I  would  read  something,  and 
that  something  would  be  amplified  into  the  space  of  the  exhibition  so  that 
people  could  hear  what  I  had  written. 

Here  again,  here  we  are,  at  this  other  time. 

It  is  important  that  I  tell  you  about  the  previous  time,  since  this  time  is 
connected  to  that  previous  time. 

I  don't  know  if  I  will  hang  sheets  on  the  window  here,  I  don't  know  if  I  can. 

We  are  outside,  I  was  outside  before,  the  purpose  is  not  to  create  privacy 
inside. 

But  we  don't  know,  we  don't  know  yet  if  it  will  be  cold  or  wet,  or  how  many 
people  will  be  there.  When  should  we  decide  ? 

Since  it  is  not  only  this  gesture  of  covering  the  windows,  but  it  is  the  shift 
from  vertical  to  horizontal,  a  shift  in  planes  of  perception,  like  laying  down 
or  standing,  reading  or  pinning  on  the  wall.  Taking  something  from  one 
place  to  another,  from  the  bed  to  the  Museum  for  example. 

We  have  talked  about  longing,  longing  as  something  that  distracts  from  the 
present,  it  produces  desires  beyond  our  reach,  beyond  possible  satisfaction, 
a  search  for  solutions,  not  the  presence  of  trying  to  work  with  the  given 
situation,  without  solution,  only  new  situations. 


I 


What  is  working  in  this  time? 
Who  is  working,  for  what 


Walking  inside  the  exhibition  space. 

Stood  next  to  you,  standing  or  lying  next  to  you. 
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what  are  we  regulating? 

Our  desir'es,  escalating  times,  escalating  stakes,  to  an  extent,  to  a  height 
previously  unknown,  unimaginable.  Some  speculation,  the  extension 
of  false  promises,  fantasies,  extending  us,  ourselves,  into  a  previously 
unimaginable  state. 

We  are  available,  we  are  not  available,  I  should,  I  expect  you  to  be  available, 
how  could  you  be  ?  Why  should  be,  you  would  be  available,  how  could  you 


Does  individualised  production  literally  make  us  less  available  to  each 
other? 

An  illusion,  breaking  an  illusion,  is  the  necessary  point  at  which  we  could 
understand  our  capacities,  our  capacity  for  caring,  our  not  being  able  to 
care,  for  everything  all  the  time,  we  can,  we  care. 

Where  do  we  want  to  take  us  ? 

Here,  explicitly  the  impact  of  one  person.  Affects.  Explicit  in  what  is 
implicit,  you  are  affecting  me,  you  are  having  an  affect  on  me.  I  feel  your 
hand,  shopping,  turning  to  say  something,  to  others,  your  distraction,  you 
are  not  knowing,  not  thinking,  an  assumption. 

Making. 

How  could  we  know  it? 
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Jordan  Troeller 

Towards  a  New  Feminist  Politics 


With  the  emergence  of  a  resurging  interest  in  feminism  today, 
can  we  identify  a  shared  commitment  across  these  disparate  appeals?  If 
so,  might  that  shared  commitment  provide  the  foundation  necessary  to 
mobihze  a  new  era  of  feminist  pohtics? 

Such  questions  beg  another  that  should  be  addressed  at  the  outset: 
should  we  even  assume  the  necessity  of  a  shared  ground  in  the  first  place? 
I  think  we  should.  A  common  commitment,  however  differently  carried 
out,  is  necessary  for  a  strong  political  movement.  And  just  because  that 
commitment  is  held  in  common,  it  does  not  risk  the  elision  of  important 
internal  differences.  Diff-erences  and  contradictions  inevitably  emerge 
within  any  movement — indeed,  they  emerge  as  different  and  thus  become 
meaningful  only  when  articulated  within  that  larger  vision.  Thus,  a 
second,  more  strategic  question  emerges:  what  then  should  that  unifying 
commitment  be?  What  could  constitute  a  shared  feminist  politics  today? 
What  kind  of  feminism  would  it  propose  and  for  whom? 

At  a  time  when  the  top  10%  of  Americans  earn  almost  50% 
of  the  income  generated — almost  double  what  they  earned  in  the  late 
1970s,'  when  almost  18%  of  the  population  of  the  largest  economy  in  the 
world  is  unemployed  or  underemployed,-  and  when  sea  levels  are  rising, 
oil  is  spilling,  and  there's  no  sign  of  capitalisms  massive  destruction  of 
the  environment  abating,'  I  want  to  reconsider  the  question  of  a  feminist 
strategy.  I  want  to  suggest  that  under  these  economic  conditions,  it  is 
no  longer  enough  for  feminism  to  be  identified  as  a  critique  of  gender 
inequality  and  of  patriarchy,  as  it  is  assumed  to  be  in  the  general  public  (at 
best).  Feminism  today  must  seriously  grapple  with  these  issues  of  economic 
inequality,  as  it  has  so  often  in  the  past.  It  must  consider  how  the  present 
moment  is  marked  by  identity-based  politics  that  obscure  more 


1  David  C^ay  Johnston,  "Tlic  gap  between  rich  and  poor  grows  in  the  United  States,"  Ihe  New  York 
Times,  March  29,  2007. 

2  David  Lconhardt,  "Broader  Measure  of  U.S.  Unemployment  Stands  at  17.5%,"  Ihe  New  York 
Times,  November  6,  2009. 

3  Campbell  Robertson,  "Oil  Leaking  Underwater  From  Well  in  Rig  Blast,"  Tlie  New  York  Times, 
April  24,  2010. 
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crippling  and  generalized  forms  of  economic  inequality  and  reinforce  class 
difference. 

Feminism  seems  capable  of  addressing  these  issues,  in  my  mind, 
because  it  offers,  especially  when  it  incorporates  a  Marxist  analysis  of 
political  economy,  a  sophisticated  critique  of  lived  inequality,  whether 
constructed  in  terms  of  class,  gender,  sex,  or  race.  Moreover,  feminism  may 
even  provide  the  framework  within  which  to  conceive  what  radical  equality 
might  look  like;  how  one  might  imagine  a  society  in  which  equality  of 
means  translates  into  the  maintenance  of  difference,  and  the  redistribution 
of  wealth  leads  to  the  recognition  of  subjectivity. 

My  larger  point,  then,  is  this:  if  feminism  is  to  speak  to  the  bleak 
situation  today,  it  has  got  to  answer  with  a  developed  critique  of  capitalism. 
In  what  follows,  I  want  to  offer  a  few  distinctions  in  an  effort  to  advance  a 
conversation  not  only  on  a  potentially  anti-capitalist  feminism,  but  also  on 
the  possibility  of  imagining  a  new  form  of  feminist  politics. 

It  is  helpful  to  remember  that  in  the  1990s  this  dilemma  was 
staged  as  a  debate  in  print  between  Nancy  Fraser  and  Judith  Butler.  They 
disagreeci  on  how  so-called  cultural  forms  of  icientity,  such  as  sexuality, 
gender  and  race,  were  defined  in  relation  to  so-called  material  forms  of 
identity,  such  as  class.  Couki  one  make  such  a  tiistinction  between  the 
cultural  and  the  material;  and  if  so,  on  which  term  would  a  feminist 
movement  stage  its  political  project?  If  by  making  a  distinction,  dici  one 
risk  re-inscribing  the  long  ago  debunked  distinction  between  base  and 
superstructure,  and  legitimate  one  over  the  other  as  the  privileged  sphere  of 
struggle  ? 

Judith  Butler  argued  that  cultural  forms  of  identification  were 
as  material  as  economic  ones,  and  that  to  make  the  distinction  at  all  was 
misleading.  Material  inequalities,  she  argued,  are  lived  through  and  shaped 
by  these  various  forms  of  cultural  identifications,  and  thus  are  as  material  as, 
say,  class.  On  this  model,  the  sexual  division  of  labor,  for  instance,  cannot 
be  understood  as  separate  from  the  production  of  gendered  subjects,  and 
the  institution  of  the  family  as  an  important  site  for  these  contestations. 
Butler  argued  to  expand  a  conception  of  the  economic  to  account  for  these 
overlapping  and  mutually  constitutive  forms  of  identification.  Thus,  the 
economic  as  a  category  would  include  both  the  reproduction  of  goods  as 
well  as  the  social  reproduction  of  bodies,  both  laboring  and  otherwise.'* 


4  See  Judith  Butler,  "Merely  Cultural."  Social  Text  52/53,  vol.  15,  no.  3  and  4  (Fall/Winter  1997), 
pp.  265-277. 
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Butler's  account  is  primarily  concerned  with  how  these 
distinctions  are  mobilized  within  language:  what  counts  under  the  term 
'economic'?  Under  the  term  cultural'?  In  contrast,  Nancy  Fraser,  who  is 
well  aware  of  the  significance  of  these  questions  of  discourse,  frames  her 
approach  to  these  distinctions  in  terms  of  a  larger  historical  shift  in  their 
use.  She  points  out  that  while  second-wave  feminism  strove  to  re-think  the 
distribution  of  resources  in  concert  with  the  production  of  identifications, 
contemporary  politics  have  more  recently  moved  to  abstract  questions  of 
identity  from  those  of  economics — precisely  the  distinction  Butler  warns 
against.  Fraser  argues  that  the  necessity  of  an  economic  critique  must 
be  reinstated  in  order  to  combat  this  separation  that  has  so  thoroughly 
been  instituted  in  practice.  A  politics  of  wealth  redistribution  must  be  as 
essential  as  a  politics  of  recognition;  indeed  the  latter  is  only  meaningful 
when  coupled  with  the  former.  For  her,  the  risk  of  reinstating  the 
opposition  that  Butler  argues  against  is  worth  the  potential  political  gain.^ 

The  difference  between  these  two  positions  might  be  described 
as  a  difference  in  approach:  one  might  say  crudely  that  Fraser's  is  more 
concerned  with  strategy  and  Butler's  more  concerned  with  language.  Fraser 
looks  to  contemporary  political  conflicts  from  Rwanda  to  the  Balkans 
and  argues  a  renewed  attention  to  the  inevitability  of  material  inequality 
within  each  and  every  identity  claim  is  the  only  way  to  prevent  this  sort 
of  violence.  Butler,  in  contrast,  also  argues  for  the  need  to  overcome  the 
distinction  between  material  and  cultural,  but  asserts  that,  in  evoking 
this  distinction,  even  if  to  dismantle  it,  the  damage  is  already  done.  One 
inevitably  reproduces  the  division  one  wants  to  destroy. 

Though  Butler's  position  is  no  doubt  right  in  one  sense — of  course 
sexuality,  gender,  and  race  are  as  determined  materiality  as  class — the 
distinction  nevertheless  holds  in  practice.  What  Butler  fails  to  recognize 
is  that  in  practice  the  latter  is  more  material  than  the  former,  a  difference 
that  matters  greatly.  For  instance,  I  have  yet  been  able  to  waive  a  traffic 
ticket  or  forgo  paying  a  restaurant  bill  because  I  was  a  woman  (and  if  I  had, 
would  that  not  qualify  as  a  perverse  form  of  reverse  sexism?).  Money  is  still 
the  means  by  which  I  meet  my  basic  material  needs.  Within  a  capitalist 
system,  then,  class  is  more  material  than  race,  sex,  or  gender,  differences  that 
the  system  often  deploys  to  profitable  ends.  The  crucial  difference,  then, 
between  material  and  cultural  forms  of  inequality  is  best  put  as  follows: 
I  can  tolerate  difference  in  the  cultural  realms  of  sex,  race,  and  gender; 
but  I  cannot  tolerate  class  difference.  If  in  the  former,  I  want  to  maintain 
difference,  in  the  latter  I  want  to  get  rid  of  difference.  Thus,  upholding 


5  Sec  N.iMcy  1-rascr,  "Rctliiiiking  Recognition,"  Ncir  Left  Revinr  (May/June  2000),  pp.  107-120. 
IS 


the  distinction  between  material  and  cultural  forms  of  inequality  matters 
greatly  for  questions  of  political  strategy. 

How  then  does  a  feminist  politics  reconstitute  itself  in  a  context 
in  which  difference  in  one  realm  must  be  upheld,  while  difference  in 
another  must  be  done  away  with?  We  need  these  tools  of  distinction  and 
the  vocabulary  of  redistribution  or  recognition,  however  crude,  if  feminism 
hopes  to  mobilize  a  public  to  think  critically  about  the  untenable  nature  of 
contemporary  forms  of  social  inequality.  And  after  all,  language  is  always 
only  an  insufficient  and  temporary  approximation. 

Feminism  today  must  take  seriously  the  proposition  that  it 
incorporate  a  critique  of  class  that  matters  as  much  as  a  critique  of 
patriarchy.  Otherwise  the  movement  risks  obsolescence  in  an  age  structured 
increasingly  by  material  inequalities  that  are  obscured  by  identitarian 
differences.  But  even  more  importantly,  without  such  an  anti-capitalist 
position,  a  Left  feminism  risks  co-optation  by  neoliberalism's  pin  up  girls 
and  madams,  its  Alaskan  governors  and  Secretaries  of  State.  It  may  be  too 
much  to  ask,  but  I  want  my  feminism  to  be  unquestionably  distinguished 
from  theirs. 


Jordan  Troeller  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Danna  Vajda, 
MPA  and  Tia  Simone  Gardner  on  New  Feminist  Economy. 
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MPA  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Jordan  Troeller,  Danna 
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Dean  Spade  and  Craig  Willse 


Stateness 


What  is  stateness?  What  is  its  collapse? 

What  part  about  consent  and  wtiat  pari  is  about  control^  Can  tboae  ever  be  distinguished''  We  know  it  s 
not  about  a  contract.  The  Klea  of  the  contract  just  hides  the  conquest  These  arrangements  have  never 
been  agreed  to,  were  only  achieved  through  genocide  and  are  only  maintained  through  structures  of 
violence  arxJ  coercion  tt^t  constantly  reinvent  themselves  to  quetl  and  absort)  resistance  But  they  have 
limits.  The  reach  of  stateness  is  always  incomplete.  There  is  always  a  chsis.  a  place  where  more  stateness 
is  being  produced,  where  what  is  irregular  becomes  starKlardized.  administrated,  regulated.  Where 

thetermsare  offered:  become  regular,  become  legible 
BECOME  COUNTABLE  OR  BE  ABANDONED 

killed,  detained.  warehousedJiquidated 

Politics  IS  war  by  other  means  The  things  we  have  been  toW  about  stateness  That  it  is  the  monopoly 
on  violence  That  we  agree  to  law  and  order — it  s  r>ot  killing  when  they  don't  fix  the  levees,  when  you  die 
without  medicine  m  a  detentxjn  center,  when  they  ctose  the  adult  daycare  centers,  when  they  eliminate 
tt)e  cash  benefits  program,  wtien  tfiey  clean  up  downtown.  It  s  killing,  terrorism,  when  you  question  them, 
when  you  make  a  wet>s<te  about  it,  when  you  refuse  \  Stateness  is  standardization,  is  redistribution,  is 
informatioo-gattiering  It  says  thts  is  one  place,  we  move  hsks  and  benefits  arourxj  it  because  it  rs  one 
place  We  keep  time  the  same  way  over  here  as  over  there,  use  tt>e  same  standard  of  measure,  speak  the 
same  language,  give  nine-year-oWs  the  same  test,  use  the  same  race  and  gender  boxes  on  our  forms  But 
time  must  be  considered  It  takes  time  for  a  new  standard  to  travel,  and  ttie  resistarxi^  to  it  varies  across 
spaces  and  populations.  What  makes  people  willing  to  register  a  tHrth  or  death  with  tf)e  government,  willing 
to  form  tt>eir  families  around  a  mor>ogamous  two-spouse  model  (or  to  demand  a  "right"  to  do  so'),  willwig  to 
register  their  guns,  willing  to  send  their  kids  to  school  wiRing  to  match  their  gender  to  ttieir  junk,  willing  to 
smog  check  their  car,  wilkng  to  say  something  when  they  see  something  is  different  everywttere  and  when 
Sometimes  violence  helps  us  not  need  to  be  willing  Sometimes  thie  tv  is  enough  \  There  is  a  lot  of  fear 
in  this,  fear  of  k)ss  of  starxlardtzation.  investment  in  the  promise  ttiat  the  state  protects  us  from  vk>lence 
The  state  acts  in  our  interest,  identifies  bad  guys  individually  to  be  exiled  arxJ  detair^ed,  klentifies  threats 
and  drains  on  our  systems  that  put  our  way  of  life  at  risk.  We  need  it.  tfiere  is  no  alternative  We  contracted 
for  rt  to  protect  us  People  are  bad  and  need  to  be  controlled.  We  can  change  things  about  it  ttiat  we  want 
improved,  we  can  buiU  it  better,  txit  we  canrwt  live  with  out  it  If  we  have  complaints,  we  ask  it  to  recognize 
them,  to  recognize  and  wxdude  us.  to  let  us  into  the  "us"  of  tt>e  state.  We  want  to  be  on  tt>e  right  side  of  tfie 
law.  we  know  we  belong  there  tiecause  we  are  good  We  want  to  t)e  free  to  contract  with  the  state,  to  bear 
the  rights  and  responsibilities  it  demands.  Law  and  order  Legal  equality.  The  promise  to  soothe  the  fear 
and  scarcity  %  Property  is  at  the  center  of  this  somewhere  Arrarigements  made  to  extract  and  contain. 

A  freedom  to  accumulate  or  die 

Nothing  more  or  lese  than  that  except  to  tfie  extent  that  it  maintains  that.  This  form,  this  corttract  —  its 
aims  are  extractnn  arxJ  expksitation  %  Is  there  room  in  this  (yes),  unclaimed  spaoe  where  stateness  is 
confounded,  at  odds  with  itself,  flash  moments  wtiere  its  contours  are  visible  and  its  technologies  are  shifting 
and  moving  The  constant  inrxjvation  allows  cracks  of  light  to  seep  through  Something  new  is  always  t)eing 
standardized,  maintair>ed,  and  infrastructure  is  always  crumbling  The  dismantling  is  sometimes  txirely 
audit}le  H  What  makes  the  ruptures  occur,  the  moments  when  people  refuse  stateness  decide  to  solve 
ttieir  own  prot>lem8.  decide  ttie  violer>ce  of  standardization  is  not  worth  the  promise  of  contracted  safety'' 
How  do  tf>ey  muster  the  faith  in  themselves  and  in  strangers,  especially  wf>en  Vmr  proposals  are  rwt  for 
an  alternative  standardization?  Does  that  ever  happen?  How  does  tt>e  hope  for  redistnbution  confront  the 
vioienoe  of  stateness  onoe  we've  abandoned  a  tjelief  in  private  freedoms?  What  comes  after?  Dean  Spade 


The  time  has  come  to 

think  about  the  end  of  time 

There  is  a  kind  of  pteasure  in  ^agmiog  the  end  of  the  worVi.  the  destruction  of  everything  Pictunng  aB  tftat 
you  knew  and  tove  disappeanng  Except,  of  course,  yourself  rt  is  a  son  of  selfish  individualism  to  imagine 
the  v«)nds  er»d.  In  these  dreams,  you  the  dreomer  ak)ne  survive  to  endure  ttie  agony  of  tt>e  world  s  end 
You  atone  know  of  the  end  And  firuHy.  t)ecau9e  everything  is  done,  you  can  know  everything  And  so  it 
feels  8trar>gefy  good  to  imagine  the  oeath  of  everytxxly  and  everyttwng.  a  dream  of  ttie  end  that  in  the  erxJ  is 

a  fantasy  of  total  mastery  and  control 

f  And  like  all  fantasies  of  tndividuai  heroism,  dreams  of  the  apoca^rpse  are  a  sedative  of  sorts,  lulling 
us  into  ttw  pleasure  of  dreaming  What  i1  this  dream,  then,  is  a  tnck  that  keeps  us  retumir>g  always 
to  think  of  the  end  only  in  terms  of  violence  and  degradation"?  What  if  ttie  good  toeing  of  fantasizing 


apocalyptic  tragedies  keeps  us  from  thinking  that  the  end  of  absolutely  everytNng  we  know  might  tie 

followed  by  something  so  much  better 

The  end  of  time  to  think  has  come  ^  Manuel  De  Landa  speculates  that  future  robot  tiistonans  may 
write  very  drtferent  accounts  of  the  world  than  whiat  tuts  been  written  thus  far  by  human  historians.  De 
Landa  himself  wntes,  The  robot  historian  of  course  wouW  hardly  be  tiotfiered  by  tt>e  fact  that  it  was  a 
human  wfxj  put  the  first  motor  togettier  for  tfie  rote  of  humans  wouW  be  seen  as  little  more  ttian  ttvit  of 
mdustnous  insects  pollinating  an  independent  species  of  machine-flowefs  that  simply  dkl  not  possess  its 
own  reproductive  organs  dunng  a  segment  of  its  evolution  In  a  similar  way.  fMapoleon  s  armies  coukj 
be  viewed  as  a  motor  runrxng  on  a  reservoir  of  populations  and  natk>nabst  feelings  '  f  Perhaps  it  is  time 
to  re-thmk  the  workj  in  terms  of  its  irvjustnous  insects  and  ttie  activities  of  machine-ftowers  And  in  so 
doing  thmk  history  and  its  end  m  some  ott>er  way  Lite  De  Landa  asks  of  the  future  robot  historian,  I  want 
to  ask  wtiat  Utopia  might  look  lite  not  against  a  dystopic  view  of  the  mess  we  re  presentty  in.  txit  from  the 
view  of  that  Utopia  itseH.  Wtvit  might  Utopias  make  of  the  history  that  came  t>efore''  \  And  what  if  the  end 
of  hiuman  history  as  thus  far  lived  meant  ttiat  the  surplus  of  natorvaiist  feelings  was  exhausted"?  Would 
wm  stop  runnir>g?  Is  such  an  erxJ  so  much  to  fear'?  5  In  a  critique  of  left  cntics  of  the  war  on  terror.  Andrea 
Smith  suggests  ttiat  a  danger  of  ttie  Bush  regime  is  its  accidental  validation  of  'normal'  state  politics 
Smith  writes.  "That  is.  wt>en  we  critique  a  contemporary  context  through  an  appeal  to  a  pnor  state  before 
the  fall,  we  are  necessahly  maskirig  power  relations  through  the  evocation  of  lost  origins  In  even  radical 
critiques  of  Bush  s  war  on  terror,  ttie  U  S  Constitution  serves  as  an  ongm  story — it  is  the  pnor  condition 
of  democracy  precedng  our  fall  into  Bush  s  lawtes8r>e8S  The  Constitutkin  s  status  as  an  ongm  story 
ttien  masks  the  genockle  of  indigenous  peoples  that  is  its  foundation  '  Arxj  so  this  is  anottier  way  we 
might  keep  ourseh^es  from  imaginir>g  tt>e  end.  returning  foolishly  to  the  twginning  with  ttie  t)elief  that  ft 
was  tf>e  nght  place  to  start,  aixj  is  ttie  place  to  which  we  shouW  seek  a  return  i  The  time  has  come  to 

dislodge  utopic  visions  from  dystopic  fears 

and  to  free  polrticat  imagination  from  ttie  state  form  We  must  t>e  cauttous  of  too  much  celetxatton  wtien 
ttie  state  surprises  us.  or  spares  us.  else  we  tw  luHed  into  thmking  that  staterwss  is  a  valkl  protect,  tt^at 
democracy  is  a  matter  of  stateness,  arx)  that  legality  has  something  to  do  with  justice.  1  The  time  has 
oome  to  thir^  about  tt>e  end  of  time  The  erxl  of  bn>e  to  think  has  come  If  the  end  n  near,  it  nonettieless 
near  enough  How  much  ctoser  might  we  draw  it^  Crslg 
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THE  FOLLOWING  SCRIPT  IS  BASED  ON  A  SERIES  OF 

CONVERSATIONS  OCCURING  IN  KITCHENS  THROUGHOUT 

THE  YEAR  LEADING  UP  TO  THE  FINANCIAL  CRISIS  IN  2008. 

PERSONS  OF  THE  DIALOGUE 

MB:  Forensic  accountant  by  training.  Married,  recently  became  a  mother 
of  her  son  (14  months  old).  Currently  traning  as  a  Pilates  instructor. 
However  8  months  after  the  conversation  she  returns  to  acconting. 


DV:  Artist  by  training.  Several  years  younger  than  MB.  DV  is  is  in  a 
relationship  with  Will,  the  brother  of  MB  for  8  years,  they  recently 
announced  their  wedding  engagement. 

SCENE:  In  a  sunny  kitchen  decorated 

with  knick-knacs.  Two  women  sit  over  tea  at  a  kitchen  table. 

PLACE  OF  the  DIALOGUE:  North  Vmcouver  Canada.  Mav  2008. 


A  dose  panning  shot  across  a  kitchen  table,  we  see  jars  oj  colored  water.  Jljen 
a  woman's  hand  passes  by  and  plunks  a  small  paintbrush  in  the  water.  What 
are  they  making?  There  are  pencil  dratvings  being  used  like  paint-by-number 
coloring  books.  Jlje  drawings  include  the  following  images: 

A  SUIT  EMERGING  IN  THE  GREY  ZONE,  A  BLOND  WOMAN 
DRESSED  IN  QUESTION  MARKS  WITH  SLOPPY  SCRAWLED 
TEXT  THAT  READS  "ESCAPE  METAPHORS".  A  LITTLE  GIRL 
IN  THE  STREETS  WITH  A  PLACARD  THAT  READS:  "DO  YOUR 
OWNDISHES: 

Cut  to  the  color  mixing  palettes,  hands  moving  about,  then  close-up  on  several 
colors  bleeding  into  one  another.  Sound  fades  in  and  we  enter  the  conversation. 

DV-  Oh  yes,  thanks  I  guess,  well  it  has  worked  out,  so  far....  In  other  news, 
I  got  the  Utube  links  you  sent.  I  like  the  Bird  and  Fortune  comedy  sketch 
"How  the  Market  really  works".' 

MB-  Yeah  I  thought  you  would  like  it. 

DV-  It  was  interesting  watching  it  because  there  is  some  overlaps,  with 
things  I  have  been  thinking  about.  Such  as  the  importance  of  mimicry  in 
not  only  the  market  place&  market  sentiment,  but  mimicry  at  large.  Tliat 
this  viral  mode  of  imitation  is  so  much  at  the  root  of  language,  art,  and 
distribution.  I  love  when  they  exaggerate  of  this  wild  contagion  that  fuels 
the  stock  market.  The  market  is  shown  as  a  hysteric  emotion  machine, 
churning  out  enthusiastic  bubbles  and  depressive  crisis.  Watching  these 
two  men  in  suits  work  themselves  up  with  such  vague  statements  like  "The 
Market  is  doing  well"  and  the  increasing  the  level  of  excitement,  "  Well 
YESS  I  suppose  it  is",  "I  should  really  buy."  "Yes  Buy!"  "Buy."  Their  two 
balding  heads  vigorously  nodding  with  enthusiastic  assurance,  "BUY" 
"BUY!"  BUY!!"  just  yelling  back  and  forth  at  one  another  they  become  a 
feedback  machine  of  loose  sentiments. 

MB- 1  think  what  makes  that  sketch  so  witty  is  the  way  it  stays  fairly 
close  to  the  rhetoric  of  investment,  but  speeds  it  ups  so  that  it  shows  the 
absurdity  of  rationalizing  these  erratic  mood  swings. 

DV-  So  I  have  been  wanting  to  ask  you  about  this  for  a  while.  Will  told 
me  you  worked  on  the  Enron  scandal.  Is  that  true,  or  is  that  just  him 


1  http://ww\v.youtube.com/watcli;''v=SwRFoxgEcHc 
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exaggerating  the  professional  conquests  of  his  big  sister? 

MB-  No,  it's  true.  Hiat  was  back  when  we  lived  in  Toronto  and  I  was 
working  at  Kroll  Lindquist  Avey,  I  think  they  changed  their  name  now. 
Anyway,  I  had  been  working  in  forensic  accounting  for  some  time.  When 
I  got  put  on  the  Enron  bankruptcy  case,  I  was  working  such  crazy  hours  I 
barely  recognized  what  a  big  deal  it  was. 

DV-  How  did  that  work?  I've  always  thought  of  forensic  accounting  in 
terms  of  general  ideas  of  forensics  and  forensic  scientists.  I  have  this  silly 
picture  in  my  head  of  a  corpse  of  some  corporation  plunked  down  in  front 
of  an  accountant,  who  peels  back  the  layers  of  dead  financial  anatomy  to 
figure  out  how  the  thing  croaked.  But  I  guess  I'm  curious,  what  does  that 
picture  actually  look  like  ? 

MB-  <chuckling,  she  sips  so?ne  tea  and  composes  herself>  It's  a  nice 
metaphor...  But  look,  everybody  that  does  forensic  accounting  has  a 
different  specialty.  I  was  doing  mostly  data  reconstruction,  and  data  mining 
at  the  time.  It's  not  just  a  numbers  game.  For  instance  I  took  management 
courses  not  to  go  into  managment  but  as  research.  I  learned  how  businesses 
operates  from  all  perspectives,  including  marketing  and  organizational 
behaviour.  This  is  the  thing:  you  have  to  understand  the  complex  systems  of 
organization  and  behavior  that  the  numbers  are  channeled  through,  to  pull 
back  the  layers  and  see  what  was  going  on. 

DV-  But  in  the  case  of  Enron  it  seems  like  what  they  were  doing  was 
so  distant  from  normal  business  practices,  or  what  you  would  learn  in 
school.  Weren't  their  accountants  involved  in  v/hat  is  known  as  'creative 
accounting'? 

MB-  Well,  many  accountants  will  tell  you  that  ^?// accounting  is  creative. 
But  'creative  accounting'  is  a  specific  term.  It  essentially  means  the 
transformation  of  financial  accounting  figures  from  what  they  actually  are, 
to  what  preparers  desire  them  to  be.  This  is  done  by  taking  advantage  of 
the  existing  rules  and  or  ignoring  some  or  all  rules.  So  in  best  case  scenario 
creative  accounting  entails  an  innovative  intrepration  of  rules  or  exploiting 
unseen  loop  holes.  In  a  it's  more  unfortunate  incarnation  it  means  simply 
'cooking  the  books'.  And  in  the  case  of  Enron  it  was  a  combination  of  every 
imaginable  way  to  represent  assets  that  simply  weren't  there. 

DV-  Somehow,  I  can't  help  but  transpose  what  you  are  saying  on  to  my 
own  experiences  as  an  artist.  An  area  where  one  would  more  traditionally 


think  of  creativity.  Artists  are  expected  to  do  precisely  all  of  those  things 
you  describe:  depict  the  world  not  as  is  but  as  one  desires  it  to  be,  or  exploit 
the  historical  precidents  of  art  so  as  to  validate  current  practices,  or  entirely 
disregard  these  things  in  lieu  of  writing  new  visual  language. 

MB- 1  hear  what  you  are  saying,  and  not  knowing  that  much  about  art  I 
find  the  comparison  intriguing,  however  the  thing  we  can't  loose  sight  of  is 
the  fact  that  when  those  principles  are  applied  in  art  you  get  artworks  and 
in  the  other  you  have  $23  billion  in  liabilities,  both  in  outstanding  debt  and 
guaranteed  loans,  and  4,000  people  who  lost  the  jobs  and  pensions. 

DV- 1  entirely  agree  with  you.  But  I  wonder  if  it  might  be  useful  to  think 
through  those  parralels  so  as  to  have  a  sobering  look  at  the  implications  of 
terms  like  "creativity"  and  "innovation".  I  guess  I'm  interested  in  the  way  in 
which  'creativity  is  being  invoked  within  accounting,  to  demarcate  a  very 
particular  and  precarious  sphere  of  ethics. 

MB-  Well,  Enron  is  the  perfect  example  of  what  happens  when  you  run  a 
bussiness  as  though  you  were  simply  writing  a  book,  or  painting  a  picture. 
Andy  Fastow,  the  guy  who  has  head  of  their  accounting  concocted  fictional 
companies  to  stash  debts  and  inflate  the  appearance  of  their  profits  then 
get  other  banks  to  invest  in  these  fake  bussiness  entities.  But  the  problem 
is  they're  not  making  a  picture,  they  are  making  business  in  which  peoples 
livelyhoods  are  bound  up. 

DV-  So  how  do  you  factually  investigate  a  crime  commited  with  fictions? 

MB-  Forensic  accounting  is  very  different  from  auditing  in  that  there  is  no 
template  to  use.  There  are  no  set  rules.  You  don't  know  when  you  go  into 
a  job  how  it  is  going  to  be.  <  //  brief  pause  as  she  pours  out  the  rest  of  the  tea 
into  the  two  tea  cups>  Should  I  make  another  pot  of  tea? 

DV-  Yeah  that  would  be  great.  Hmmm,  it's  interesting  that  you  say  there  are 
no  set  rules.  Why  is  there  such  a  difficulty  of  applying  a  set  of  rules  to  prove 
how  the  rules  have  been  broken.  I've  been  thinking  about  lawlessness,  and 
that  it  is  encompassed  not  by  the  breakage  of  laws  but  with  a  break  in  the 
very  logic  of  law  itself.  It  seems  like  this  is  more  and  more  the  world  we  live 
in,  and  yet,  I  can't  imagine  you  working  a  job  with  no  set  rules,  you  have 
such  a  structural  approach  to  everything. 

»>For  a  moment  we  see  nothing  hut  blackness,  the  conversation  is  still 
audible  but  a  subtitle  emerges: 


"THE  BODY  IS  AN  ECONOMY  THE 
ECONOMY  IS  A  NAUGHTY  BODY"«< 

MB-  Yeah,  well  here  I  am  now  accountant  turned  west-coast  hippy  Pilates 
instructor! 

DV-  Actually  that  was  something  I  was  curious  about.  It  is  an  intesting 
decision  to  me.  There  is  a  funny  dynamic  between  a  job  in  which  you  look 
for  the  tangible  evidence  for  events  which  are  happening  at  the  level  of 
credit,  derrivatives,  and  fiscal  misrepresentations  and  then  moving  towards 
a  career  in  fitness.  It  seems  like  there  was  some  unresolvable  relationship 
to  reality  in  forensic  accounting,  which  mastery  of  the  body  somehow 
addresses? 

MB-  That  is  definately  true.  In  all  honestesty  there  is  something  about 
having  a  child  that  really  makes  one  consider  living  as  a  fine  art  in  of  itself, 
nutrition,  health,  education,  time  management.  I  also  got  really  interested 
in  the  Alexander  Technique  which  is  a  system  of  behavioural  self  awareness 
and  self  correction.  Generally  it  insists  on  the  need  for  strategic  reasoning 
that  he  called  'Creative,  Conscious  Control'. 

>  >  >  Getting  up  to  clear  some  clutter  on  the  table  MB  then  stops  behind  D  V 
placing  her  hand  lightly  on  the  base  ofD  V's  neck<<<< 

So  this  current  attitude  in  your  posture  is  sensed  internally  as  a  normal 
state  of  affairs,  however  inefficient.  The  Alexander  Technique  uses  the 
term,  'debauched  sensory'  appreciation  to  describes  how  repetition  of  a 
circumstance  encourages  habits  design  as  a  person  adapts  to  circumstances. 
Short-sighted  habits,  like  that  hunch  in  your  back,  can  become  serious  over 
time.  But  you  can  overcome  that  muscle  memory  by  learning  to  perceive 
and  prevent  it. 

DV-  Don't  you  find  that  overwhelming  at  a  certain  point?  I  wonder 
whether  I  would  even  know  were  to  begin  with  a  regiment  like  that? 

MB-  You  would  know.  There  is  this  assumption  that  if  you  were  to  try  and 
truly  perceive  the  world  that  you  would  hit  some  hypothetical  'information 
overload'.  This  is  what  people  said  about  the  Internet,  that  society  would 
get  overwhelmed  trying  to  perceive  too  many  authors  not  knowing  what  is 
valid  information. 
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DV-  Tims  leaving  us  all  in  a  soup  of  relativism. 

MB-  Exactly.  Well  it's  just  not  the  case,  people  continue  to  hold  personal 
value  systems,  accept,  ignore  and  disagree  with  different  sources  of 
information.  I  have  been  reading  this  fantastic  book  called  "Ambient 
Findability"  I  think  you  would  enjoy  it.  It  is  all  about  the  architecture  of 
information.  It  essentially  asks  how  is  it  that  we  perceive  and  structure 
our  perception  with  an  excess  of  input,  without  pressuming  that  loss  of  a 
golden  age  of  the  great  canon.  This  danger  of  relativism  and  jumping  to 
a  conclusion  at  the  introduction  of  a  concept  like  information  overload 
reminds  me,  of  something  forgot  to  mention  with  the  case  of  Enron. 
Another  central  component  of  the  Enron  bankrupcy  was  the  usage  of 
'mark-to-market',  which  allows  businesses  to  report  their  projected  profits 
as  actual  profits.  This  is  a  huge  simplification  anci  is  actually  a  really 
important  principle  for  properly  acessing  the  value  of  derivative  markets. 
But  is  a  similar  principle  of  representing  the  present  as  an  assumption  of  the 
future  out-come. 

>>>  A  brief  moment  of  silence  <<< 
-h-hwe  see  water  colors  of^  SUIT  EMERGING  IN  THE  GREY  ZONE  -\- 

DV-  But  speculation  also  seems  to  be  neccessary  parts  of  doing  bussiness 
in  the  age  of  credit,  and  deregulation  as  a  paradigm.  Which  entails  not 
only  rhetoric  of 'breaking  down  trade  barriers'  and  'flexible  markets'  but 
comes  along  with  other  cultural  and  technological  shifts,  like  globalization, 
the  internet,  as  well  as  in  the  late  eighties  and  90's  alot  of  french  post- 
structural  philosphy  gets  translated  into  English  and  becomes  more 
popular  in  North  American  intellectual  circuits.  It  is  interesting  to  see  the 
many  manifestations  of  the  prefix  of  'de':  deregulation,  dematerialization, 
deconstruction,  deterritorialization,  decolonialization.  This  prefix  which 
has  very  specific  connotations  for  cultural  theory,  but  I'm  curious  what 
you  think  about  the  proliferation  of  these  kind  of  terms  and  the  impact  of 
terminology  and  'language  events'  such  as  these  on  the  field  of  accounting 
and  more  broadly  economics? 

MB-  You  mean  like  catch-phrases?  Yes,  okay...  well  first,  to  side-track:  the 
thing  you  were  saying  about  deregulation  as  a  paradigm,  reminded  me  of 
someone  else  who  holds  that  same  position. 

DV-Who? 
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MB-  George  Soros,  your  Hungarian  breacheren.  <light  laughter>  I  think 
we  have  talked  about  him  before,  and  I  know  you  have  your  reservations 
about  the  role  he  has  played  in  destabilizing  nations  through  currency 
speculation,  but  that  aside  there  is  a  chance  he  might  be  interesting  to  you 
at  a  more  theoretical  level. 


How  the  markets  really  work 


ODD 


MB-  No,  but  really...  he  talks  about  deregulation  as  one  of  many  branches 
of  the  'post-modern  fallacy'  in  which  governance  of  both  society  and 
economy  is  conducted  through  subjective  'manipulations'.  But  the  thing 
that  he  points  to  is  this  privelged  position  of  subjective  perception  as  the 
locus  of  value  rather  than  objective  situations,  and  the  way  this  perpetuates 
crisis.  As  you  know  this  is  a  big  part  of  my  obsession  with  investing  in 
gold.  I  tend  to  think  that  latching  the  'de'  onto  every  thing  that  stand  in 
the  way  of  innovation,  and  'de'industrializing  of  economies,  it's  actually 
just  pure  rhetoric.  There  is  always  an  industrial  economy  somewhere  off  in 
the  distance  that  has  to  produce  the  material  components  to  support  the 
alleged  de-material  businesses  like  the  dot  com  industry. 


DV-  This  reminds  me  of  a  really  insightful  passage  in  Gayatri  Spivak's  book 
Critique  of  Postcolo?iial  Reason.  Her  chapter  on  History,  she  highlights  the 
tension  between  writing  about  history  and  writing  history,  especially  when 
speaking  of  subjects  like  Sati  bricies  in  India,  that  according  to  her,  speak  an 
ineffable  language.  After  looking  at  a  number  of  examples  of  philosophers. 


hisrorians  and  literary  critics  involved  in  self- aware  engagements  with 
history,  and  addressing  an  inescapable  presence  of  fiction  and  neccessary 
misnomers.  She  then  reminds  the  reader  of  one  of  the  central  cautions 
offered  by  Deconstruction:  that  the  catachrestic  is  bound  to  the  'empirical'. 
Pointing  out  that  in  the  absence  of  such  a  practical  caution,  one  can 
fluctuate  between  theoretical  catachresis  and  practical  naive  realism.  So 
this  contradiction  might  be  harmless  in  the  context  of  two  philosophers  in 
conversation,  but  can  become  dire  if  applied'  globally. 

MB-  Intriguing  thing  about  the  Enron  scandal,  similar  to  what  you  are 
describing  is  that  there  is  a  transaction  of  overinflated  empowerment  of 
ideas,  and  reckless  misnaming  of  value. 

DV-  Also,  maybe  stashing  debts  in  fake  companies  and  these  theoritical 
misnomers  both  diffuse  and  deffer  weight  of  consequence? 

>>>  A  brief  moment  of  silence  <<< 

+++we  see  water  colors  of  a  young  girl  holding  a  placard  that  reads: 

DO  YOUR  OmVDISHES!!!-^-i^-\^-i-++-i-++-\- 

MB-  To  an  extent  I  saw  my  work  as  a  forensic  accountant  as  a  kind  of 
anti-body  to  this.  Generally  it  is  the  same  person  who  investigates  the 
bankruptcy,  who  also  has  to  testify  to  those  findings  in  court,  so  you  are 
accountable  to  the  court  and  accountable  to  the  law  in  a  very  condensed 
way,  you  can't  pass  the  buck.  I  have  a  funny  story  that  I  think  relates.  As 
you  know  my  mother  is  a  physician  and  she  warned  me  when  I  started 
doing  Yoga  that  it  is  dangerous  because  it  stretches  out  your  muscles  and 
makes  the  body  flexible  without  developing  the  proper  strength  to  control 
the  increase  in  mobility.  The  thing  that  appealed  to  me  about  Pilates, 
was  the  idea  of  regulating  the  body  through  small  movements  that  aren't 
spectacular  but  require  intense  focus  on  a  regulation  of  the  body  as  whole 
complex  economy.  Later  me  and  a  collegue  started  joking  around  Yoga  is 
Alan  Greenspan  for  the  body! 

DV-  Would  that  make  Pilates  John  Maynard  Keynes? 

<«LAUGHTER»» 

DV- 1  was  actually  just  noticing  this,  that  when  we  speak  there  is  a  general 
conflation  between  the  body  and  the  economy  that  is  always  just  beneath 
the  surface  of  the  conversation.  Do  you  think  that  has  something  to  do 
with  both  your  parents  being  doctors? 


MB- 1  think  it  has  to  do  with  the  fact  that  when  you  think  forensic 
accountant  you  think  of  a  forensic  scientist  looking  at  a  body  of  dead 
numbers,  as  though  numbers  could  die. 


Danna  Vajda  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Tia  Simone  Gardner, 
MPA  and  Jordan  Troeller  on  New  Feminist  Economy. 


Hong-An  Truong  and  Asa  Elzen 


I  AM  A  MAN 


33 


ifWA 


rnimrnmmmmmitmmmrm 


WWW.WAGEF0RW0RK.COM 


[DATE  HERE] 

Dear  [ARTS  ADMINISTRATOR  NAME  HERE] : 

We  are  writing  to  you  as  a  growing 
movement,  a  group  of  artists,  performers  and 
independent  curators  organizing  to  obtain 
payment  for  the  work  we  provide.  W.A.G.E. 
(Working  Artists  and  the  Greater  Economy) 
has  evolved  from  a  long  history  of  arts  labor 
activism  and  advocacy. 

Cultural  workers  provide  a  labor  force. 
It  is  socially  acknowledged  that  payment  is 
granted  for  services  rendered.  Art  institutions 
enforce  a  system  of  organized  irresponsibility, 
wherein  we  are  asked  to  provide  services  such 
as  exhibition  installation,  commissions, 
curation,  performances,  screenings  and  lectures 
in  exchange  for  "exposure".  We  cannot  live 
off  of  "exposure"  in  exchange  for  our  labors. 
Cultural  workers  not  only  contribute  to  the 
health,  education  and  growth  of  our  local 
communities,  but  also  to  the  economy-at- 
large  through  the  businesses,  landlords  and 
individuals  we  financially  support  through 
our  art-making  practices.  Institutional  staff 
members,  advisors,  trustees  and  board  members 
are  part  of  our  community  and  must  serve  as 
our  advocates  rather  than  our  adversaries.  As 
artists,  performers  and  independent  curators, 
we  can  no  longer  afford  to  be  factored  out  of 
our  own  equation.  We  are  your  conduit  to  the 


public,  your  livelihood.  Your  salaried  jobs 
are  dependent  on  our  labor  and  works,  as  well 
as  our  acquiescence  and  cooperation.  W.A.G.E. 
demands  the  implementation  of  base  fee/ 
honoraria  schedules,  and  transparency  regarding 
payment  policies.  This  effort  corresponds 
logically  and  fairly  with  the  economic  system 
we're  participating  in. 

It's  time  to  stop  the  systematic 
exploitation  of  artists,  performers  and 
independent  curators.  In  good  economic  times 
or  bad,  things  have  remained  the  same.  There 
is  no  better  time  than  now  to  reconsider  and 
restructure  the  systems  that  have  failed  us.  We 
demand  a  system  that  supports  both  the  artist 
AND  the  art  institution.  We  can,  and  must, 
survive  through  a  conscious  and  active  exchange 
of  support  mechanisms  and  advocacy  that 
INCLUDES  the  artist  in  the  equation.  Together 
we  must  set  new  standards. 

W.A.G.E.  wants  to  engage  directly 
with  YOU— the  arts  institution— so  that  these 
pertinent  issues  can  be  discussed.  We  must 
establish  a  relationship  based  on  mutual 
respect  through  an  embrace  of  economic  realism 
and  responsibility.  We  would  like  to  begin  a 
dialogue,  and  ask  for  your  participation  in 
negotiating  on  behalf  of  our  community. 

Sincerely  on  behalf  of  W.A.G.E., 

[Add  your  signature  in  support  of  W.A.G.E.] 


A.K.  Burns,  K8  Hardy  and  A.L.  Steiner  hosted  a  meeting  oi 
IVA.G.E. 


35 


Maria  Lind 


TOTALLY  MOTIVATED  -  A  SOCIO-CULTURAL  MANOEUVRE 


Totally  Motivated:  A  Socio-Cultural Maneouver  at  KunstvereinMunchen 
in  2003  was  a  collaborative  effort  involving  nine  artists  and  five  curators. 
The  curators  were,  or  had  been,  part  of  the  curatorial  team  at  the 
KunstvereinMunchen  since  2002.  Tlie  group  included  Ana  Paula  Cohen, 
Soren  Grammel,  Tessa  Praun,  Katharina  Schlieben  and  myself,  who  served 
as  the  director  of  the  institution.  The  project  grew  out  of  a  shared  interest 
in  working  together  on  a  project,  with  each  of  us  suggesting  one  artist 
and  then  jointlyselecting  the  rest  of  the  artists.  We  wanted  to  explore 
creativity  within  and  beyond  art,  as  well  as  collaboration  as  a  method. 
Grammel  quickly  came  up  with  the  idea  of  using  the  German  phenomenon 
of  a  'Kulturlacien',  a  cultural  bazaar,  as  a  model  that  we  could  relate  the 
project  to.  The  system  'Kulturladen'  developed  after  1968  and  they  still 
exist  as  locally  based,  self-organized,  meeting  places,  which  often  take  the 
form  of  a  space  where  all  kinds  of  activities  take  place.  The  'Kulturladen' 
in  Munich  (which  the  curatorial  team  and  the  artists  visited  during  an 
intensive  meeting,  three  months  prior  to  the  exhibition  opening)  hosted, 
for  example,  language  courses,  film  screenings,  yoga  lessons,  meetings  for 
the  local  amateur  history  society  and  an  exhibition  with  newspaper  and 
magazine  ads  using  revolutionary  imagery.  The  latter  made  its  way  into 
the  exhibition  at  the  Kunstverein.  Totally  Motivated:  A  Socio-Cultural 
Maiieouver  iic\c\o^td  and  changed  considerably  during  the  exhibition 
period.  It  also  housed  numerous  discussions,  presentations,  screenings,  etc. 

Tlie  program  below  elucidates  this  further.  For  more  information:  Totally 
Motivated:  A  Socio-Cultural  Maneouver-  Some  Traces  and  Eighteen 
Contributions  in  Collected  Newsletters,  eds  Maria  Lind,  Soren  Grammel, 
Katharina  Schlieben,  Judith  Schwartzbart,  Ana  Paula  Cohen,  Julienne 
Lorz,  Tessa  Praun,  KunstvereinMunchen  and  Revolver  Archiv  fur  aktuelle 
Kunst,  Frankfurt  2004. 
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TOTALLY  MOTIVATED  -  A  SO  CIO -CULTURAL  MANOEUVRE 

15  March-  13  April  2003 

Artists:  Michael  Beutler  (Bedin),  Gardar  Eide  Einarsson  (Oslo/Bedin), 
Esra  Ersen  (Istanbul),  Matias  Faldbakken  (Oslo),  Luca  Frei  (Lugano/ 
Malmo),  Bernd  Kraul^  (Berlin),  Bjargey  Olafsdottir  (Reykjavik),  Sofie 
Thorsen  (Copenhagen/Vienna),  Carla  Zaccagnini  (Sao  Paulo). 

Contributions  by:  Blumenbar  (Munich),  Stephan  Dillenuith 
(London),  Stephan  Grosse-Grollmann  (Nuremberg),  Jiirgen  Krauf^ 
(Nuremberg,  Kulturladen  Westend  (Munich),  Rudi  Maier  (Ludvvigsburge 
Mediologische  Vereinigung/Tlie  mediation  association  of  Ludwigsburg), 
Niek  Neuwahl  (Florence),  Oda  Projesi  -  Ozge  Acikkol,  Gunes  Savas,  Secil 
Yersel  (Istanbul),  Pro  qm  -  Jesko  Fezer,  Katja  Reichard,  Axel  John  Wieder 
(Berlin),  Studio  Bl  1  and  Ralf  Fiomann  (Weimar,  Miinchen),  Jan  Verwoert 
(Hamburg),  Stefan  Wischnewski  (Munich). 

Videotheque:  The  Festival:  "Es  ist  schwer  das  Reale  zu  beriihren"  ("It  is 
hard  to  touch  the  real"). 

Tlie  starting  point  of  the  project  is  the  complex  relationship  between 
contemporary  art  production  and  socioculture.  The  relationship  is  loaded 
with  cliches  on  both  sides.  But  what  happens  when  one  area  starts  to 
flirt  with  the  other?  In  this  way  the  theme  of  mediation  and  production, 
through  the  concept  of 'Kulturladen',  will  be  tested  as  a  field  of  action  by 
both  the  artists  and  the  audience. 


Carla  Zaccagnini 


Bcrnd  Kraii(^ 
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PROGRAM 

March  14  Friday  6pm:  Opening  of  the  exhibition,  followed  by  a  party  WITH 
Munich  Blumenbar. 

March  16  Sunday  4  pm:  Gardar  Eide  Einarsson  and  Matias  Faldbakken  invite 
Stephan  Dillemuth  (artist,  Hamburg)  to  an  open  discussion:  "Participation 
and  Isolation",  and  "  Vereinsfotos"  (2002)  by  Stefan  Wischnewski  in  the 
Kellergalerie  at  KM  (the  exhibition  runs  until  23  March). 

March  17  Monday  9am  -  ca  6  pm:  Following  the  Saturday  program  of 
the  monthly  walk  by  Miinchner  Merkur  on  the  Monday.  Meeting  point: 
Marienplatz,  by  the  entrance  to  the  Town  Hall,  9  am  (To  make  a  stop  at  an  inn 
IS  at  one's  own  expense). 

March  18  Tuesday  6  -  ca  9  pm:  Introduction  and  pre-meeting  for  the  curating 
school:  "Curating  School  -  Installation  of  an  Photo  Exhibition  at  Kunstverein 
Mijnchen".  The  School  lasts  for  three  days:  two  days  for  the  concept  and  one 
day  for  production.  The  dates  will  be  discussed  at  the  introductory  meeting. 
Opening  of  the  exhibition  will  be  4  April.  Participation  is  limited  to  8  persons, 
€  25  -  contribution  towards  costs. 

March  19  Wednesday  7  pm:  Introduction  to  the  exliibition,  Soren  Grammel. 

March  23  Sunday  6  pm:  "1st  Kunst  im  Verein  moglich?"  ("Is  art  possible  in  an 
association?").  Contribution  by  Stephan  Grosse-Grollmann. 

March  24  Monday  8.20  am  -  ca  8pm:  Grenzwanderung  (Border  Walk) 
Mittelfranken-Oberbayern.  Meeting  point:  Hauptbahnhof  (main  train 
station),  Segafredo  Bar  8.20  am. 

March  26  Wednesday  7  pm:  Introduction  to  the  exhibition  and  current 
projects.  Ana  Paula  Cohen  Sc  Tessa  Praun. 

March  27  Thursday  7pm:  Video  screening  Esra  Ersen,  "Es  ist  schwer  das  Reale 
zu  beriihren",  part  10. 

March  30  Sunday  5  pm:  Rudi  Maier  (Medilogical  association  Ludwigsburg): 
Lecture  on  the  exhibition  "So  geht  Revolution",  BY  Kulturladen  Westend. 


March  31  Monday  9am  -  ca  8pm:  Dcr  Zuckerbiir  geht  los:  Guests  Welcome! 
A  walk  lull  ol  surprises.  Meeting  point:  Hauptbahnhof  (main  train  station), 
Infopoint  9  am. 

April  2  Wednesday  7pm:  Introduction  to  the  exhibition  and  current  projects, 
Maria  Lind. 


April  3  Thursday  7pm:  Oda  Projesi  (Ozge  Acikkol,  Gunes  Savas,  Sccil  Ycrsel, 
Istanbul)  presents  their  art  projects. 

April  4  Friday  6pm:  Vernissage  -  photography  exliibition  by  the  "Curating 
School"  at  KunstvereinMiJnchen  (the  exhibition  will  last  until  13  April).  7  pm: 
Vernissage  -  the  jewellery  exhibition  byjiirgen  Krauf?  in  the  Kellergalerie  at 
KM. 

April  5  Saturday  2  pm  -  8  pm:  Studio  Bll-  a  workshop  for  journalists  and 
everybody  else  who  wants  to  become  one  Part  1,  in  "Sender  Mittehranken" 
(the  station  is  installed  at  KM. 

April  6  Sunday  2  pm  -  4  pm:  Studio  Bll-  a  workshop  for  remote  journalists 
and  everybody  else  who  wants  to  become  one  Part  2,  in  "Sender  Mittelfranken" 
(the  station  is  installed  at  KM). 

April  9  Wednesday  7  pm:  hitroduction  to  the  exliibition  and  current  projects, 
Katharina  Schlieben. 

April  1 1  Friday  7pm:  A  conversation  with  Niek  Ncuwahl  (game  inventor, 
Florence)  about  game  and  art  production  (in  connection  with  the  Schlieben 
Game  Collection). 

April  12  Saturday  5  pm:  Mini  symposium  about  issue-related  work  in  the 
free  cultural  sector  with  the  initiators  of  the  bookshop  Pro  qm  in  Berlin  and 
members  of  the  Kulturladen  Westend,  ModeraTOR:  Jan  Verw^oert.  Afterwards 
finissageparty  and  reading  event  with  BLUMENBAR. 

For  more  information  please  visit:  http://www.kunstverein-muenchen.de 


Michael  Beutlcr 


Sofie  Torsen 


Maria  Lind  hosted  a  meeting  on  Collaborative  practice. 


contcrnDorary  art. 
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Niels  Henriksen 

UKK—  Unge  Kunstnere  og  Kunstformidlere  (Young  Art 
Workers  Association) 


UKK  was  established  in  Denmark  after  a  series  of  demonstrations  in  spring 
2002  in  reaction  to  the  then  new  government's  reforms  and  cutbacks  on 
culture  which  were  particularly  hard  on  the  young  contemporary  art  scene. 
Among  the  detrimental  reforms  were  the  cancellation  of  the  two-year 
start-up  grant,  the  closing  of  the  development  fund  and  the  closing  of  the 
independent  public  centre  for  visual  arts,  CDB.  It  was  clear  that  the  young 
contemporary  art  scene  had  no  advocates  in  the  political  system  and  that  an 
organization  was  necessary. 

UKK  pushes  for  better  conditions  for  the  production  of  art  as  well  as  for 
the  critical  contextualization  of  contemporary  art,  by  trying  to  secure  the 
basic  prerequisite  conditions  for  a  rigorous  and  diverse  discussion.  UKK  is 
the  first  organization  to  adress  the  conditions  of  contemporary  art  in  terms 
of  working  conditions  that  are  common  to  art  workers  across  traditional 
professional  divisions.  UKK  does  not  seek  to  promote  a  particular  vision 
of  contemporary  art  but  works  for  diversity,  democracy  and  equality. 
The  work  of  the  association  is  focused  on  the  conditions  of  young  and 
experimental  practices  ie.  the  last  years  of  education  and  the  subsequent 
years  when  art  workers  seek  to  establish  themselves  and  to  carry  out  new 
ideas.  By  "experimental"  we  refer  to  a  diversity  within  the  category  of 
contemporary  art,  and  by  "young"  we  refer  to  professional  age  in  the  sense 
that  we  limit  active  membership  to  15  years  after  ended  education  (or 
equivalent  for  self-taught). 

Today  the  great  challenges  for  the  UKK  are  to  fight  for  the  arms-lenght- 
principle  and  against  centralization,  political  control  over  arts  funding, 
as  well  as  to  continue  the  work  for  fair  working  conditions  for  young  art 
workers,  gender  equality.  In  general,  the  diversity  in  contemporary  art  is 
still  underprioritized  and  contemporary  art  is  still  forced  to  comply  with 
dissatisfactory  conditions  in  the  cultural  institutions,  in  the  media  and  in 
the  political  system.  This  points  to  the  continued  need  for  an  organization 
like  the  UKK. 

With  a  continuous  growth  in  membership  going  towards  350  members, 
and  representations  on  various  boards  and  councils,  the  UKK  has  more 
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influence  than  ever  before.  However,  demands  on  UKK  are  also  higher. 
UKK  receives  no  state  or  private  funding  and  rehes  on  the  voluntary  work 
of  board  members,  reserves,  representatives  and  active  members,  as  well  as 
on  the  paid  labour  of  one  secretary.  UKK  is  structured  so  that  much  of  the 
active  work  takes  place  in  indepentient  commitees  which  can  be  set  up  by 
any  member  on  any  topic  but  has  to  report  on  its  activities  to  the  board. 


UKK  for  Nobody  Puts  Baby... 

In  fall  2009  and  spring  2010  Niels  Henriksen  who  is  an  active  member  and 
boardmember  of  the  UKK  participated  regularly  in  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In 
A  Corner.  UKK  always  had  a  strong  feminist  agenda  and  was  instrumental 
in  getting  gender-equality  included  among  the  stated  objectives  of  mayor 
Danish  art  institutions.  However,  among  topics  discussed  in  Nobody  Puts 
Baby...  particularly  the  recurring  debate  on  how  to  maintain  consistency 
in  critical  projects  relying  on  collective  and  solidary  efforts,  and  how  to 
adjust  critical  political  organization  to  the  changing  forms  ol  control  and 
to  changing  manifestations  ot  the  same  inequalities  and  dissatisfactory 
economies  felt  extremely  relevant  for  UKK  right  now.  In  that  way,  the 
discussions  at  Nobociy  Puts  Baby...  have  inspired  and  informed  similar 
discussions  taking  place  in  UKK. 


Thank  you,  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner, 
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Malmoe  Free  University  For  Women  (MFK) 
JUSTSAYNO! 


In  these  times  -  more  and  more  of  the  art  world  is  being  ruled  by  the 
neoliberal  hegemony.  In  these  times  -  less  and  less  of  the  art  world  stands  up 
to  the  laws  of  capitalism. 

A  lot  of  us  fulfill  capitalist  obligations  without  thinking  further  of  its 
consequences,  settling  for  a  temporal  fix  to  a  structural  problem.  We  fall 
under  pressure,  adapting  to  protect  our  carriers  instead  of  cooperating 
with  each  other.  We  see  our  colleagues  be  taken  down.  We  asked  ourselves: 
What  to  do? 

Proposal  for  a  workshop:  Do  the  Right  Thing 

Do  you  identify  as  a  politically  informed  artist?  Do  you  want  to  do 
the  right  thing  but  not  be  on  the  Right  side?  Are  you  torn  between  the 
demands  of  your  gallery  and  your  principles?  Do  you  spend  endless  hours 
formulating  your  art  practice  to  fit  the  standards  of  a  grant  committee?  Is 
avoiding  paying  tax  to  make  an  extra  buck  starting  to  come  natural  to  you? 
If  taking  a  test,  are  you  afraid  you  would  fall  under  the  title  entrepreneur? 
Honestly,  are  you  starting  to  feel  more  and  more  like  a  capitalist?  Are  your 
compromises  leaving  you  sleepless?  Long  walks  trying  to  shake  the  guilt? 
Relax,  you  are  not  alone  and  there  are  solutions.  This  is  the  workshop  for 
you. 

JUSTSAYNO! 

Tlirough  a  strict  pedagogical  frame  and  with  firm  guidance  from  MFK 
we  will  collectively  learn  to  say  NO!  to  the  neoliberal  hegemony  NO!  to 
unpaid  labor  NO!  to  bad  exhibition  deals  NO!  to  superficial  curatorial 
ideas  NO!  to  tragic  gallery  contracts  NO!  to  making  the  world  a  more 
interesting  place  without  being  paid  NO!  to  invisible  power  structures 
NO!  more  masturbating  white  male  egos  NO!  more  geniuses  on  our  block. 
NO. 


With  MFK  you  are  in  safe  hands,  we  have  plenty  of  experience  of  turning 
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down  poor  institutional  suggestions,  kicking  neoliberal  butt  since  2006  and 
still  refusing  to  kneel  to  invisible  power.  Our  practice  has  been  formed  out 
of  the  political  strategy  that  we  will  never  act  from  the  questions  "What  do 
others  expect  from  us?  What  do  they  want?"  but  must  always  be  "What  do 
we  want?"  and  then  "How  can  we  do  it?"  Through  political  manipulations 
and  whatever  it  takes,  we  will  follow  the  rule  of  never  pleasing  the  power 
but  always  ourselves.  We  believe  in  finding  collective  solutions  for  private 
problems.  If  money  is  the  only  language  then  we  have  no  voice.  We  have  to 
find  other  strategies  to  push  through  and  make  ourselves  heard.  We  need  to 
refuse  negotiation,  refuse  to  obey  the  rules  and  let  our  actions  speak. 

To  book  a  workshop,  contact  MFK  at:  info.mfk@gmail.com 

Malmoe  Free  University  for  Women  (MFK)  is  an  ongoing  participatory 
art  project  and  a  feminist  organization  for  knowledge  production.  We 
aim  to  raise  and  discuss  contemporary  political  issues  by  bringing  together 
experience  and  knowledge  from  various  fields.  Through  experimental, 
radical  pedagogical  methods  we  hope  to  bridge  theory  and  practice  and 
challenge  dominating  norms  and  power  structures.  Our  work  has  taken 
the  form  of  reading  groups,  workshops,  lectures  and  screenings.  MFK 
was  started  in  2006  in  Malmoe  but  is  now  mobile.  It  is  run  by  artists  Lisa 
Nyberg,  Johanna  Gustavsson  and  more  or  less  temporary  collaborators 
from  various  backgrounds. 

w^v^v.mfkuniversitet.blogspot.com 


ALMO  FBIA 
VINNOUNIVEBSITET 


Malmoe  Free  University  For  Women  (MFK)  hosted  a  meeting 
together  with  Katerina  Llanes  on  Organizing  and  hoiv  to  engage 
collectives  in  a  political  direction. 
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Catherine  Lord 


THE  QUEER  IN  THE  CAR  WASH 


5.25.2010 


Gray  was  the  new  black,  then  black  was  the  new  black,  then  brown  was 
the  new  black,  then,  if  I  remember  the  sequence  correctly,  navy  entered  the 
picture,  but  well  before  that  dyke  was  the  new  feminist,  making  life — such 
is  visibly  my  bias — fascinating.  Meanwhile  gay  ditched  lesbian,  so  queer  had 
perforce  to  be  the  new  gay  and  now  old  is  the  new  queer.  Terrific  bumper 
sticker,  that  last  one,  but  it  won't  adhere  to  anyone's  car  but  my  own.  "Old 
is  the  new  queer"  does  not  pop  up  on  google.  All  google  yields  in  the  hour 
of  my  loneliness  is  old  queers  and  that  is  not  the  same  thing. 

I  am  seduced  by  queer  as  a  cure  for  the  exclusions  of  a  feminism  centered 
around  gender.  As  lists  are  my  addiction,  queer  is  the  list  I  love,  an  index  of 
improbable  alliances  and  beautiful  friendships,  a  cascade  of  doodles  in  the 
margins,  a  concatenation  of  strangers  whose  affinities  split  open  gender. 
Consider,  for  example,  the  solicitation  of  preferences  recently  compiled 
by  Sharon  Hayes:  "lesbians,  gay  men,  bisexuals,  transmen,  transwomen, 
queers,  fags,  dykes,  mufFdivers,  bull  daggers,  queens,  drama  queens,  flaming 
queens,  trannies,  fairies,  gym  boys,  boxing  boys,  boxing  girls",  pitchers, 
catchers,  hutches,  bois,  FtoMs,  MtoFs,  old  maids.  Miss  Kittens,  Dear  Johns, 
inverts,  perverts,  girlfriends,  drag  kings,  prom  queens,  happy  people,  [and] 
alien  sexualities.  Who  wouldn't  go  to  such  a  bar?  This  inflects  that,  that 
intersects  this,  and  without  saying  so  directly,  feminism  finds  domicile  in 
the  queendom  of  queer.  Queer  is  the  place  to  look  for  the  missing  future. 

Still,  as  I  skim  the  intersections  dangled  before  me  by  the  queer  recruiters, 
as  I  stand  here  reading,  I  am  conscious  of  the  waistband  of  my  jeans, 
the  intersection  of  denim  and  flesh  that  should  have  done  its  situps  that 
morning.  Not  that  I  am  to  my  knowledge  near  the  end  of  my  run,  but 
old  is  the  new  queer.  The  waistband  of  my  jeans  dials  back  my  flighty 
self  when  I  speak  about  feminism,  theory,  activism,  practice,  and  queer. 
After  all,  one  of  the  jobs  of  feminism  is  to  make  strange  the  body  that 
speaks — compulsively,  tiefinitively,  skittishly,  knowledgeably,  supportively, 


provocatively,  imploringly,  helpfully,  and  above  all,  professionally. 

I  won't,  therefore,  talk  about  pedagogy  as  curriculum  design  or  as  a  content 
delivery  mechanism.  The  former  means  rewriting  the  canon  to  include 
woman,  without  quotes  and  with  quotes.  The  latter  means  hiring  practices, 
admissions  criteria,  and  a  consciousness  of  gender  as  it  is  performed  and 
instilled  in  the  classroom. 

Duh. 

It  is  my  impression,  however,  that  more  attention  has  been  paid  to  the 
abstraction  of  pedagogy  than  to  the  place  where  people  perform,  and  are 
performed  by,  the  abstraction,  the  rooms  in  which  fledging  troublemakers 
of  all  stripes  are  manufactured.  To  slight  the  classroom  while  discussing 
pedagogy  is  to  treat  education  as  a  car  wash.  Something  disappears  into 
hot  water.  There  are  suds,  things  that  flap,  and  whirling  brushes.  Ordinary 
people  cannot  enter.  Out  of  the  suds  emerges  something  shinier  and 
fractionally  more  valuable.  The  middle--the  place  with  the  suds  and  the 
brushes  reserved  for  overpriced  cars  and  underpaid  workers—is  where 
pedagogy  happens. 

I  want  to  keep  pedagogy  in  the  class  room,  understanding  that  the 
classroom  is  most  often,  though  not  necessarily,  a  room.  My  aim  is  to 
delineate  the  uncanny  interiority  that  gives  breath  to  the  movement  of 
useful,  beautiful  and  necessary  knowledge.  The  classroom  stages  certain 
kinds  of  transactions.  As  in  every  margin  where  transactions  involving 
bodies  occur — bodies  gendered,  raced,  one  way  or  another,  pathologized — 
the  interesting  bits  happen  amidst  crap:  wooden  tables,  or  plastic  folding 
tables  on  the  way  to  landfill,  desks  with  armrests  for  the  right  handed,  clods 
of  bootlegged  Xeroxes,  stopped  clocks,  underlinings,  arrows  and  circles  anci 
question  marks,  too  many  bodies,  not  enough  bodies,  late  bodies,  uncertain 
bodies,  contagious  bodies,  young  bodies,  almost  all,  smooth-skinned  bodies 
so  luscious  that  moraUty  wobbles  along  with  theory,  at  any  rate  it  is  certain 
that  someone  is  counting  those  bodies,  someone  will  ruthlessly  extract 
speech  from  those  bodies,  thus  the  coaxing  of  the  shy,  the  taming  of  the 
loquacious,  the  doomed  chase  of  the  twitterers,  the  smothering  of  the  cell 
phones,  the  puzzled  glances,  the  quick  scribbles,  the  sitting  forward,  the 
flopping  back,  legs  spread  in  phallic  jouissance,  the  skin  stretched  over  a 
yawn,  eye  rolls,  snickers  at  the  fashion  crimes  covering  the  flesh  of  the  one 
who  professes,  stabbing  panic  at  the  recognition  of  a  stalker,  whining  all 
around  about  ignorance,  hangovers,  exhaustion,  always  a  coffee  spill,  always 
a  small  but  essential  bit  of  something  expensive  broken,  or  someone  has 
taken  the  pushpins,  always  a  thermostat  hideously  centered  on  an  innocent 
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white  wall.  If  there  is  a  carpet,  it  will  have  been  molested,  along,  most 

likelv,  with  one  or  two  of  the  bodies,  perhaps  the  bodies  who  speak  with 
their  hands  covering  their  mouths  so  that  whatever  they  say  is  inaudible, 
and  may  not  yet  understand  that  what  they  have  not  learned  is  hardly 
their  fault.  It  is  all  about  bodies.  Pedagogy  happens  in  bodies.  Pedagogy 
is  about  sociahty.  Pedagogy  is  about  the  grime  of  history,  and  it  happens 
in  a  panopticon.  If  vou  know  that  you  may  be  observed  at  any  time,  you 
behave.  Those  who  profess  are  required  to  provide  credentials.  If  not  given 
the  narrative,  aka  the  syllabus,  they  are  required  by  the  proper  authorities 
to  provide  advance  notice  of  the  plot.  Those  who  consume  are  calibrated 
accarding  to  their  digestive  capacities.  Spot  checks  otherwise  known  as 
grades  and  student  evaluations  offer  occasional  release.  The  panopticon 
produces  documents.  These  documents  are  in  the  public  domain. 

In  the  phantasmic  interiority  of  the  classroom,  things  are  more  than 
vaguely  erotic  and  very  sticky.  It  is  prayed  by  those  who  do  not  wish  things 
to  continue  as  they  are  that  the  bits  of  grit  caught  in  the  stickiness  will 
one  day  add  up  a  wrench  in  the  works.  Institutional  progress,  however,  is 
a  hypothesis  I  lack  the  means  to  verify.  I  cannot  predict  whether  feminism 
is  here  to  stay  or  not,  but  I  venture  a  guess  that  it  doesn't  have  a  chance 
without  incorporating,  from  the  outset,  the  pansies  and  the  muft  divers,  the 
carpet  munchers  and  the  dinge  queens.  These  understandings  of  gender  are 
not  optional. 

Somewhere  between  a  psychiatrist's  office  and  a  lecture  hall,  the  classroom 
stages  both  intimacy  and  distance.  It  is  neither  here  nor  there.  It  echoes.    It 
muffles.  It's  easy  to  call  it  a  space  between  public  and  private,  but  battalions 
of  dissidents — feminists  and  queers,  crips  and  MtoLesbians — have 
attempted  to  crack  that  glossy  little  binary,  which  accounts  neither  for 
what  hurts  so  much  nor  for  what  feels  so  good.  Male  is  not  the  opposite 
of  female.  Gay  is  not  the  opposite  of  straight.  Black  is  not  the  opposite  of 
white.  Public  is  not  the  opposite  of  private,  though  faith  in  the  existence 
of  that  particular  opposition  reaches  all  the  way  into  our  guts.  The  binary 
builds  the  language  and  shapes  the  bodies  by  and  through  and  in  which  we 
experience  gender  and  sexuality  and  race,  and  by  and  through  and  in  which 
we  are  constrained  by  gender,  sexuality  and  race.  "Privacy,"  as  Michael 
Warner  and  many  others  have  said,  "is  publicly  constructed."  Unless  you 
start  here,  you  cannot  hope  to  fix  the  big  stuff. 

A  classroom  is  a  bunch  of  strangers  held  together  by  a  number  and  an 
employee.  Those  who  congregate  in  the  classroom  inhabit  a  spot  on  the 
map  reserved  for  individuals  unqualified  for  "real  life,"  either  by  their  lack 
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of  knowledge  (too  young  to  practice)  or  the  status  of  their  practice  (those 
who  can't,  teach).  \Xe  are  inside  the  car  wash,  a  space  apart  that  makes  the 
classroom  legible  as  a  subaltern  public,  a  counter  public,  a  public  created  by 
enhsting  strangers  in  the  particulars  of  world  making. 

The  nuanced  academic  choreography  that  I  have  just  crushed  in  my 
haste  by  represents  a  series  of  contributions  made  by  queer  theorists  with 
credentials.  This  I  am  not.  I  usurp  the  travails  ot  my  betters  to  consider  the 
classroom  as  an  architecture  that  unites,  rather  than  divides,  instructor  and 
students.  Both  identities  are  performative.  Both  identities  are  required  to 
surface  from  the  sedimentar)'  clutter  of  the  classroom.  This  is  how  I  trv 
to  kick  the  crap  aside:  sustaining  friendships,  arguments  between  equals, 
quiet  conversations,  subversion  and  eruption  and  revolt  whenever  possible, 
silence  when  necessary,  offering  as  a  gift  material  otherwise  ignored,  no 
matter  what  content  the  class  is  said  to  deliver,  practicing  activism  along 
with  science  of  gossip,  refining  the  nuances  ot  anger,  respecting  silence,  also 
shyness,  instilling  a  healthy  distrust  of  academia,  sharing  food,  recollecting 
that  teaching  is  an  ethical  practice,  copping  to  what  you  don't  know. 

In  short,  I  have  come  to  want  intimate  conversation  with  strangers.  This  is 
another  reason  why  old  is  the  new  queer,  as  well  as  a  provocation  to  write  a 
fable  that  touches  upon  the  questions  asked  of  this  panel. 

Catherine  Lord  graduated  from  college  in  19~1.  On  her  way  to  recover); 
she  turned  to  photography,  got  an  MFA  degree,  edited  a  journal  through 
which  she  proposed  that  white  men  are  not  the  only  subjects  worthy  of 
attention,  dropped  like  a  smooth  voung  feminist  stone  into  a  deanship 
at  a  private  art  school,  from  which,  believing  the  school  anti-intellectual 
and  herself  underpaid,  she  departed  to  pull  into  the  twentieth  century 
one  of  the  lesser  art  departments  in  a  large  public  universit)'  system,  from 
which  responsibility,  successfully  discharged,  but  nonetheless  weary  of 
rehearsing  the  same  quarrels,  she  stepped  down  to  collect  her  soul  and 
her  improvisational  resources,  taking  pleasure  in  the  scenic  route  from 
feminism  to  queer  while  dragging  along  the  sort  ot  banged-up  wheelie 
used  by  adjunct  faculty  insufficiently  distinguished  to  merit  an  office  and 
containing,  among  necessaries  such  as  a  camera  and  a  credit  card,  works 
by  Franz  Fanon,  David  Halperin,  Michelle  Wallace,  Oscar  Wilde,  Dionne 
Brand,  Jean  Rhys,  Fernand  Braudel,  Michel  Foucault,  FeUx  Gonzalez 
Torres,  Jill  Johnston,  Lyle  Ashton  Harris,  \alerie  Solanas,  Zora  Xeale 
Hurston,  Virginie  Despentes,  ITilton  Als,  Isaac  Julien,  Lorraine  Hansbur)-, 
Beatriz  Preciado,  Louise  Bourgeois,  Sharon  Hayes,  Yvonne  Rainer,  Claude 
Cahun,  John  Grevson  and  X^alentine  Penrose. 


She  is  proud  is  to  count  a  few  of  her  ex  students  ariiong  her  closest  friends. 
Now,  if  she  can't  work  at  home  in  her  pajamas,  she  prefers  to  restrict  her 
pedagogical  maneuvers  to  the  phantasmic  interiority  of  the  classroom. 


Revised  version  of  talk  delivered  May  21,  2010,  at  the  Museum  of  Modern  Art,  New 
York,  in  "Art  Institutions  and  Feminist  Pedagogy  Now". 

Copyright  Catherine  Lord,  2010. 


Cathrine  Lord  hosted  a  meeting  on  Memories  of  anger  and  of 
unlearning,  among  other  things. 
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Johanna  Gustavsson  in  collaboration  with  Benj  Gerdes 
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Johanna  Gustavsson  hosted  a  meeting  as  part  of  Malmoe  Free 
University  For  Women  (MFK)  together  with  Katerina  Llanes  o 
Organizing  and  how  to  engage  collectives  in  a  political  direction. 


Paulo  Freire 


The  Act  of  Study 


In  compiling  any  bibliography,  there  is  one  intrinsic  purpose:  focusing  or 
stinuilating  a  desire  in  a  potential  reader  to  learn  more.'  If  a  bibliography 
does  not  fulfill  this  purpose,  if  it  seems  to  be  missing  something  or  does  not 
challenge  those  who  read  it,  the  motive  to  read  it  is  undermined. 

A  bibliography  then  becomes  useless,  lost  among  other  things  in  desk 
drawers. 

In  developing  a  bibliography,  there  are  three  categories  of  audience:  the 
people  it  addresses,  the  authors  cited,  and  other  bibliographic  writers  in 
general.  A  bibliographic  list  cannot  be  compiled  merely  by  haphazardly 
copying  titles  or  through  hearsay.  Further,  a  bibliography  shouldn't 
prescribe  reading  dogmatically;  it  should  offer  a  challenge  to  those  reading 
it.  This  challenge  becomes  more  concrete  as  one  begins  studying  the  works 
cited,  not  merely  superficially  or  simply  scanning  pages. 

Indeed,  studying  is  a  difficult  task  that  requires  a  systematic  critical  attitude 
and  intellectual  discipline  acquired  only  through  practice.  This  critical 
attitude  is  precisely  what  "banking  education"  does  not  engender.  -  Quite 
the  contrary,  its  focus  is  fundamentally  to  kill  our  curiosity,  our  inquisitive 
spirit,  and  our  creativity.  A  student's  discipline  becomes  a  discipline  for 
ingenuity  in  relation  to  the  text,  rather  than  an  essential  critique  of  it. 

When  the  readers  submit  to  this  ingenuous  process,  reading  becomes 
purely  mechanical  and  this,  among  other  factors,  can  explain  the  readers 
tuning  out  on  the  text  and  daydreaming  about  other  things.  What  is 
required  of  readers,  in  essence,  is  not  comprehension  of  content  but 
memorization.  Instead  of  understanding  the  text,  the  challenge  becomes 
its  memorization  and  if  reaciers  can  do  this,  they  will  have  responded  to  the 
challenge. 


1  Tliis  essay  was  written  in  C^Jiile.  It  served  as  the  introduction  to  the  bibhographv  which  was 
proposed  to  the  participants  oi  the  National  Seminar  on  Education  and  Agrarian  Reform. 

2  On  "banking  education",  see  Paulo  Freire,  Pedagogy  of  the  Oppressed. 
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In  A  critical  vision,  things  happen  differently:  A  reader  feels  challenged  by 
the  entire  text  and  the  reader's  goal  is  to  appropriate  its  deeper  meaning. 

Here  are  some  essential  criteria  for  developing  a  critical  posture  in  the  act  of 
study: 

(a)  TJje  reader  should  assume  the  role  of  subject  of  the  act.  It's  impossible  to 
study  seriously  if  a  reader  faces  a  text  as  though  magnetized  by  the  author's 
word,  mesmerized  by  a  magical  force;  if  the  reader  behaves  passively  and 
becomes  "domesticated",  trying  only  to  memorize  the  author's  ideas;  if  the 
reader  lets  himself  or  herself  be  "invaded"  by  what  the  author  afhrms;  if  the 
reader  is  transformed  into  a  "vessel"  filled  by  extracts  from  an  internalized 
text. 

Seriously  stuciying  a  text  calls  for  an  analysis  of  the  study  of  the  one  who, 
through  studying,  wrote  it.  It  requires  an  understanding  of  the  sociological- 
historical  conditioning  of  knowledge.  And  it  rec]uires  an  understanding  of 
the  content  under  study  and  of  other  dimensions  of  knowledge.  Studying  is 
a  form  of  reinventing,  re-creating,  rewriting;  and  this  is  a  subject's,  not  an 
object's,  task.  Further,  with  this  approach,  a  reader  cannot  separate  herself 
or  himself  from  the  text  because  she  or  he  would  be  renouncing  a  critical 
attitude  toward  the  text. 

This  critical  attitude  in  studying  is  the  same  as  that  required  in  dealing  with 
the  world  (that  is,  the  real  world  and  life  in  general),  an  attitude  of  inward 
questioning  through  which  increasingly  one  begins  to  see  the  reasons 
behind  facts. 

We  study  more  thoroughly  the  more  we  strive  for  a  global  view  and  apply 
this  to  the  text,  distinguishing  its  component  dimensions.  Re-reading  a 
book  to  determine  these  demarcations  makes  the  meaning  of  its  global 
quality  more  significant. 

In  delimiting  these  central  issues  that  in  their  interaction  constitute  the 
unity  of  the  text,  the  critical  reader  will  be  amazed  by  the  matrix  of  themes 
not  always  explicit  in  the  index  of  a  book.  Demarcations  of  these  themes,  of 
course,  should  also  incorporate  a  subject-reader's  frame  of  reference. 

When  reading  a  book,  we  subject-readers  should  be  receptive  to  any 
passage  that  triggers  a  deeper  reflection  on  any  topic,  even  if  it's  not  the 
main  subject  of  the  book.  Sensing  a  possible  relationship  between  the  read 
passage  and  our  preoccupation,  we  as  good  readers  should  concentrate  on 
analyzing  the  text,  looking  for  a  connection  between  the  main  idea  and 
our  own  interest.  Nonetheless,  there  is  a  prerequisite:  We  must  analyze  the 
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content  of  the  passage,  keeping  in  mind  what  comes  before  and  after  it,  in 
order  to  not  betray  the  author  s  total  thinking. 

Once  we  estabhsh  the  relative  point  between  the  passage  under  study  and 
our  own  interest,  we  should  make  a  note  of  it  on  a  file  card  with  a  title 
that  identifies  it  with  the  specific  study  topic.  We  should  take  our  time 
pondering  this  passage  since  a  written  text  offers  us  this  latitude.  Later, 
we  can  continue  reading,  concentrating  on  whatever  other  passages  invite 
deeper  reflection. 

In  the  final  analysis,  the  serious  study  of  a  book,  like  that  of  an  article, 
implies  not  merely  critical  penetration  into  its  basic  content  but  also 
penetration  into  an  acute  sensibility,  a  permanent  intellectual  disquiet,  a 
preciisposition  to  investigation. 

(b)  J}je  act  of  study,  in  sum,  is  an  attitude  toivard  the  world.  Because  the  act 
of  study  is  an  attitude  toward  the  world,  the  act  of  study  cannot  be  reduced 
to  the  relationship  of  reader  to  book  or  reader  to  text. 

In  fact,  a  book  reflects  its  author's  confrontation  with  the  world.  It 
expresses  this  confrontation.  And  even  when  an  author  pays  no  attention 
to  concrete  reality,  he  or  she  will  be  expressing  his  or  her  own  special  way 
of  confronting  it.  Studying  is,  above  all,  thinking  about  experience,  and 
thinking  about  experience  is  the  best  way  to  think  accurately.  One  who 
studies  should  never  stop  being  curious  about  other  people  and  reality. 
There  are  those  who  ask,  those  who  try  to  find  answers,  and  those  who  keep 
on  searching. 

Maintaining  this  curious  attitude  helps  us  to  be  skillful  and  to  profit 
from  our  curiosity.  In  this  way  we  use  what  we  have  already  learned  in 
confronting  everyday  experience  and  conversation. 

Flashes  of  ideas  that  often  "assault"  us  as  we  walk  down  the  street,  are,  in 
effect,  what  Wright  Mills  calls  a  file  of  ideas."^  These  flashes,  when  filed 
correctly,  are  real  challenges  that  we  should  address.  When  we  transform 

these  flashes  into  deeper  thoughts,  they  almost  always  become  a  means  for 
even  deeper  reflection  while  reading  a  text. 

(c)  Studying  a  specific  subject  calls  for  us,  whenever  possible,  to  be  familiar 
with  a  given  bibliography,  in  either  a  general  subject  or  the  area  of  our  ongoing 
inquiry. 


3  Wright  Mills,  Ihe  Sociological  Imagination. 
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(d)  JP)e  act  of  study  assumes  a  dialectical  relationship  between  reader  and 
author,  whose  reflections  are  found  within  the  themes  he  or  she  treats. 

This  dialectic  involves  the  author's  historical-sociological  and  ideological 
conditioning,  which  is  usually  not  the  same  as  that  of  the  reader. 

(e)  The  act  of  study  demands  a  sense  of  modesty. 

If  we  really  assume  a  modest  attitude  compatible  with  a  critical  attitude,  we 
need  not  feel  foolish  when  confronted  with  even  great  difficulties  in  trying 
to  discern  a  deeper  meaning  from  a  text.  A  book  isn't  always  that  easy  to 
understand.  Modest  and  critical,  we  know  that  a  text  can  oft:en  be  beyond 
our  immediate  ability  to  respond  because  it  is  a  challenge. 

In  this  case,  what  we  should  recognize  is  the  need  to  be  better  equipped, 
and  when  we  are  prepared  we  should  return  to  the  text.  Indeed,  it  won't 
help  to  go  on  to  the  next  page  it  the  page  we  are  reading  isn't  understood. 
Quite  the  contrary,  we  must  be  committed  to  unlocking  its  mysteries. 
Understanding  a  text  isn't  a  gift  from  someone  else.  It  requires  patience  and 
commitment  from  those  who  find  it  problematic. 

The  act  of  study  should  not  be  measured  by  the  number  of  pages  read  in 
one  night  or  the  quantity  of  books  read  in  a  semester. 

To  study  is  not  to  consujne  ideas,  but  to  create  and  re-create  them. 
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Organizing  -  How  to  engage  collectives  in  a  political  direction 
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NPBIAC  Nov  25th,  7-9  pm,  on  Organizing? 

From:    NOBODY  PUTS  BABY  IN  A  CORNER 

(nobodyputsbabyinacorner2009@live.com) 

Sent:     Thu  11/19/09  9:29  AM 

To:         NOBODY  PUTS  BABY  IN  A  CORNER 

(nobodyputsbabyinacorner2009@live.com) 


l/l/e  wont  to  have  a  hands-on  discussion  on  organizing 
and  how  to  engage  collectives  in  a  political  direction. 
Together  with  you  we  want  to  share  attempts  -  failures 
and  successes  -  to  make  people  act  collectively.  We 
welcome  all  perspectives  and  experiences  whether  you 
are  a  participant  or  an  organizer  -  let's  join  forces 
and  expand  the  network  of  experiences! 


Welcome  to  the  next  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner  gathering  on 
November  25th  between  7-9  pm.The  meeting  will  focus  on 
organizing  and  is  hosted  by  Katerina  Llanes  and  Malmoe  Free 
University  for  Women  (MFK). 

This  occasion  is  open  to  20  participants  and  you  need  to  RSVP  to 
nobodyputsbabyinacorner2009@live.com  to  be  able  to  join,  please 
do  so  before  Nov.  24th  at  noon. 
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Some  thoughts  and  questions  we're  bringing  to  the  table: 

How  do  you  engage  people  to  fully  participate?  To  eradicate 

the  idea  of  audience. 
What  stops  you  from  participating? 
Who  holds  the  power  and  who  gets  the  credit?  aka  What's  in  it 

for  you? 
How  flat  is  flat? 

Bottoming  from  the  Top  and/or  Topping  from  the  Bottom. 
What  are  some  useful  strategies  you've  experienced  or  developed? 
Is  collaboration  a  feminist  practice? 

When  is  there  an  open  door  policy  and  when  is  it  invitation  only? 
Are  you  burned  out? 
How  do  you  stay  inspired? 
When  does  failure  become  success  and  when  is  failure  actually 

just  a  failure? 
How  charming  do  you  have  to  be? 
How  to  set  the  tone. 
The  tyranny  of  structurelessness 
"Each  one  teach  one" 

Please  feel  free  to  forward  this  email  to  anyone  you  think  could  be 
interested. 

Let's  come  together  for  a  pre-turkey  conversation! 

/  NPBIACMFKand  Katerina 

www.thesessions.info 
www.mfkuniversitet.blogspot.com 
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Malnioe  Free  University  For  Women  (MFK)  and  Katerina  Llanes 

hosted  a  meeting  together  on  Organizing  and  how  to  engage  collec- 
tives in  a  political  direction. 


Dara  Greenwald 

School  As  Art  2:  Dissatisfaction 


Malin  and  Johanna  invited  me  to  lead  a  discussion  at  NPBIAC  after 
reading  my  blogpost  on  www.justseeds.org  entitled  "School  As  Art"  Here 
is  an  excerpt  from  that  post: 

''School  as  Art,  Posted  February  25,  201 0  by  dara_g  in  Art  & 
Politics.  Since  participating  in  a  session  called  Pedagogies  of  the 
Periphery  (organized  by  Rebecca  Zorach)  a  few  weeks  ago  at 
threewalls  Gallery  in  Chicago  I  have  been  thinking  through  a  lot 
of  questions  I  have  about  the  current  trend  of  the  school  form 
as  artist  project  as  well  as  the  call  for  the  March  4th  student 
strike.  Once  I  compiled  this  long  but  incomplete  list,  I  got  kind 
of  excited  about  all  of  the  mostly  grassroots  energy  it  represents 
towards  rethinking  what  it  means  to  learn.  At  the  same  time  I 
wonder  who  these  art  projects  serve  and  if  they  have  oppositional 
possibilities  or  are  just  another  venue  for  people  with  privilege  to 
socialize  with  each  other  and  engage  in  "knowledge  production"? 
Some  other  questions  I  have  are:  What  does  this  type  of  art 
practice  say  about  the  current  conciitions  of  both  official 
education  and/or  art?  Although  each  project  is  diffisrent,  does  this 
trend  indicate  a  growing  critique  of  official  education?  If  so,  what 
are  the  critiques  (pedagogical,  corporate,  curricular,  all/none/etc)? 
In  what  ways  are  these  projects  different  than  official  education?  Is 
it  the  spaces  they  happen  in?  Different  administrators?  Content  of 
courses?  Cost?  Openness?  What  are  the  politics  of  the  discourse 
of  "openness"?  What  constitutes  participation  in  these  projects? 
What,  if  any,  is  the  relationship  between  the  impetus  for  these 
school  art  practices  and  the  issues  inspiring  the  student  strikes?"' 

For  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner,  I  wanted  to  further  explore  together 
what  some  of  the  critiques  might  be.  In  my  research  I  had  come  across  a  text 
written  by  women  in  the  Chicago  Women's  Liberation  School  (a  project 
of  the  Chicago  Women's  Liberation  Union  which  was  active  in  the  1970's) 
who  described  the  goal  of  their  school  project  as  teaching  dissatisfaction: 


1  hctp://w\v\v.)ustsccds.org/blog/2010/02/school_;is_art_l.litml 
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"The  School  is  not  merely  an  isolated  counter-institution,  but 
one  that  is  ciirectly  involved  in  meeting  the  needs  of  a  growing 
organization.  Our  goal  is  to  create  positive  dissatisfaction 
in  the  participants  in  the  Liberation  School,  a  realization  of 
the  dissatisfaction  many  women  felt  with  their  lives,  not  a 
dissatisfaction  which  grows  silently  within  each  isolated  woman 
and  sours  her  life,  but  one  which  leads  her  to  question  her 
situation,  to  challenge  it"- 

From  this,  I  proposed  that  together  we  share  and  produce  our  list  of 
dissatisfactions  with  education  today  that  is  drawing  us  (and  many  others) 
to  alternative  spaces  and  forms  of  education. 

Below  is  our  collaboratively  generated  list. 

~  Dara  Greenwald 


2  Authors  iinkiiowii,  "Liberation  School  For  Women,"  Women:  A  Journal  of  Liberation,  1972. 

61 


WE  ARE  DISSATISFIED 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  tuition  costs. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  anxiety  school  produces  -  from  the  anxiety 
of  debt  to  the  anxiety  that  we  do  not  speak  "correctly." 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  how  school  produces/reproduces  class  systems. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  locus  of  learning  being  on  the  teachers  when 
we  actually  learn  more  from  our  peers. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  how  credentializing  systems,  program  us  to 
behave  certain  ways. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  emphasis  on  acquiring  skills  for  a 
professional  goal  rather  than  on  curiosity  and  knowledge. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  sense  that  we  are  not  entitled  to  an  education 
but  that  it  is  an  "investment"  in  ourselves  somewhat  like  a  real  estate 
investment. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  how  educational  debt  forces  people  into 
undesireable  jobs. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  "teacher  as  master"  model  where  there  is  a 
"right  answer"  and  the  process  doesn't  support  creative  thinking. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  being  silenced. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  grading  (since  a  good  or  bad  grade  doesn't 
indicate  how  much  we  are  learning). 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  how  academic  life  promotes  competition  and 
individualism  and  how  we  must  internalize  these  values  to  survive. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  lack  of  institutional  critique  of  pedagogy — 
institutions  that  market  "student  centered  teaching"  but  not  in  a 
meaningful  way. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  unequal  distribution  of  wealth  within  the 
university  (i.e.  pay  and  resource  differences  between  staff,  faculty, 
adjuncts,  administration,  etc). 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  corporatization  of  the  university. 
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We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  ways  that  official  systems  of  intellectual 
authority  mirror  racial/class/gender/ ability  power  dynamics  and 
disparities. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  hyper-valuation  of  an  American  University 
degree  globally. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  growth  of  private  accredited  for-profit 
schools. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  siloing  of  different  information/analysis  in 
various  narrow  disciplines  that  don't  interact. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  lack  of  space  for  true  interdisciplinarity. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  catch-22  of  school  being  "not  for  everyone" 
yet  everyone  needs  it. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  the  sexist  environment  in  the  academy. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  harsh  critiques  from  art  professors  that  makes  us 
shrink  away  from  our  practice. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  normative  ways  of  learning  and  teaching  that 
kills  curiosity. 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  being  taught  to  "know  our  place." 

We  are  dissatisfied  with  learning  how  to  hide  our  critical/oppositional 
ideas  to  get  by. 


This  list  was  collaboratively  composed  by  Theresa  Marchetta,  Jenny  Eagleton,  Michael 
Cataldi,  Dean  Spade,  Johanna  Gustavsson,  Ivy  Castellanos,  Anna  Sandgren,  Emily 
Liebert ,  Craig  Wilse,  Dara  Greenwald  &  others  (who  didn't  sign  the  sheet). 

Cknerated  at  Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner  on  Wednesday,  March  31,  2010. 


Dara  Greenwald  hosted  a  meet 


khool  As  Art. 
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Ginger  Brooks  Takahashi 

Answering  your  question,  Describing  my  fantasy  meeting 


This  fall  I  was  given  the  assignment  of  answering  the  question,  "What 
is  your  fantasy  meeting?"  My  friend  EE  Miller  posed  the  question  and 
organized  a  public  event  part  of  the  MIX  Festival  which  included  screening 
a  video  piece  she  made  called  Cash  Free  as  well  as  footage  of  meetings, 
all  kinds--ACT-UP,  group  therapy  dramatized  for  film,  and  some  young 
wimmin  in  the  late  70s  talking  about  sex. 

This  is  my  response  to  Describe  your  fantasy  meeting 

I  was  on  tour  with  my  bandmates  for  the  past  six  weeks  while  I  pondered 
this  question,  in  the  minivan  fully  surrounded,  so  my  mind  went  to  jam 
band,  fantasy  jam  band,  and  the  jam  band  as  a  meeting  space  to  explore 
something  in  private.  Well  I  guess  I  assume  meeting  as  private,  a  space  for 
people  to  explore  ideas  together  only  with  each  another,  with  intention. 
Of  course  jam  band  can  also  be  public,  a  public  improvisation,  but  that's 
not  really  where  my  conception  of  meeting  was  happening.  I  took  fantasy 
seriously,  my  first  participant  who  I  pulled  from  the  past  being  Gertrude 
Stein.  GS  on  vocals,  or  writing  lyrics  for  someone  else  ?  And  then  I  was 
stuck.  Do  I  want  to  be  in  this  jam  band,  or  am  I  just  pulling  together  an 
all-star  fantasy  band?  I  mean,  I  think  I  would  want  Joan  Armatrading  there 
and  one  of  the  Raincoats,  Yoko...  It  is  kind  of  endless. 

When  I  got  back  from  tour  I  did  my  usual  ritual,  sweating  it  all  out  at  the 
Russian  Turkish  baths  on  tenth  street.  I  went  alone  because  I  had  hardly 
been  alone  for  so  long.  I  used  to  have  to  convince  myself  to  go  to  the 
baths  for  four  hours  alone,  trying  to  round  up  friends  to  go  in  groups  and 
massage  one  another.  But  now  all  I  wanted  was  total  independence  from 
anyone  else's  interests  I  might  have  to  compromise  with  and  the  obligation 
to  talk  to  someone  about  tour. 


So  I  was  sitting  in  the  cedar  sauna  and  realized  maybe  my  meeting  would 
take  place  in  a  sauna,  not  with  the  musicians,  but  with  a  group  of  people 
who  could  potentially  meet  in  my  reality.  Literally  the  inspiration  was 
where  I  was.  I  was  sitting  in  this  dark  wooden  room  half  naked  sweating 
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and  breathing,  and  thought  this  would  be  the  perfect  way  to  start  a 
meeting.  Am  I  imposing  my  pleasures  though?  I  thought  of  people  I  would 
invite  to  a  meeting,  people  who  are  in  this  room  now,  and  realized  there  are 
those  who  would  not  want  to  take  their  clothes  off  and  sweat  together.  And 
how  can  I  shift  my  ideas  around  imposing  pleasure  to  sharing  pleasure? 
How  can  I  shift  my  thinking  about  personal  pleasure  as  a  burden? 

What  about  a  hot  spring,  a  meeting  in  a  hot  spring  on  undeveloped  land? 
New  Mexico?  Nevada  I  think  has  loads  of  hot  springs...  And  then  we  move 
from  the  water  to  the  land,  laying  on  blankets,  wrapped  in  blankets.  Some 
people  can  submerge  in  the  water,  others  can  dip  their  feet  and  even  others 
teetering  on  the  edge. 

What  kind  of  meeting  do  I  want? 

I  have  fantasized  organizing  a  meeting  on  queer  land,  an  intergenerational 
gathering  oi  separatist  wimmin  living  communally  and  people  living 
on  queer  land  with  those  who  fantasize  about  it,  that's  my  category,  the 
dreamers  still. 

My  dream  meeting  is  the  last  meeting  of  a  group  starting  communal  land 
together,  the  meeting  before  we  all  move.  The  land  is  secured,  it  is  our 
last  conceptual  meeting,  we  are  down  to  practical  logistics.  We  are  where 
our  situations  will  shift  into  one  common.  A  shift  from  private  to  shared 
private.  We  are  about  to  inhabit  some  chosen  place  together  and  share  our 
cereal  and  yogurt  and  tjuinoa.  Of  course  we  will  continue  to  meet  and  shift 
relations,  but  this  meeting  is  the  last  meeting  in  a  certain  configuration. 
What  happens  when  our  landscape  changes  and  we  are  coming  together 
with  more  in  common  regarding  our  shared  basic  needs,  we're  not  going  to 
all  go  home  to  our  apartments  again.  We're  gonna  have  to  talk  about  your 
five  cats  and  all  my  shoes.  Do  you  keep  your  nut  butters  in  the  fridge  and 
how  often  do  we  wash  the  dishtowels  ? 

Are  we  ?  Do  we  ?  Basically  we're  moving  in  together. 


Ginger  Brooks  Takahashi  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Kajsa 
Dahlbcrgon  Wirnmhi's  spaces,  queer  intentional  spaces,  communal 
situations,  and  land  trusts. 
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Kajsa  Dahlberg 

20  Minutes  (Female  Fist),  2006 


20 Minutes  (Female  Fist),  video  still  (2006  ). 


20  Minutes  (Female  Fist) ^  2006  (video,  20  min)  is  an  interview,  shot  with 
the  lens  cap  on,  with  a  Danish  activist  teUing  us  about  an  attempt  to 
create  pornography  by  and  for  lesbian  women. 


hU 


20  Minutes  (Female  Fist),  video  still  (2006  ). 
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Kajsa  Dahlberg 

The  Femo  Women  s  Camp  2008:  Film  and  Contract,  2008 


The  Femo  Women's  Camp  2008:  Film  and  Contract,  video  still  (2008). 


TheFemo  Women s  Camp  2008:  Film  and  Contract,  2008  (installation 
with  text  and  video  projection,  1 5  min)  gives  an  intellectual  and 
emotional  picture  of  a  feminist  project  by  presenting  itslSgreed 
preconditions  (the  contract)  and  its  ph^^ifal  dismantling  (the  film). 


Jhe  Tfi^JVomen'i  Camp  2008:  Film  and  Contract,  video  still  (2008). 


Kajsa  Dahlberg  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Ginger  Brooks 
Takahashi  on  Winunins  spaces,  queer  intentional  spaces,  communal 
situations,  and  land  trusts. 


Katarina  Bonnevier 

Policy  Document 
Swedish  Living-roon 


if  Indecent  Kinships,  SLIcK 


1.  Objective 

The  objective  of  the  association  Vardagsrum  for  oanstandiga  slaktskap 
(SLIcK),  the  Swedish  local  branch  of  the  organization  Living-rooms  of 
Indecent  Kinships  (LIcK),  is  to  realize,  build,  transform  and  maintain 
existing  living  workshops  for  family  constellations,  from  queer  feminist 
perspectives  and  with  regard  to  lesbian  continuity. 

This  document  is  temporary,  and  written  in  stone  at  every  given  moment. 

2.1.  Living-room 

'Living  room'  refers  to  places,  homes,  hang-outs  or  outhouses  dedicated  to 
both  intimate  and  public  life.  The  term  was  coined  by  the  architect  Eileen 
Gray.  Her  'formule  living-room'  is  a  pattern  for  creating  built  environments 
to  suit  all  stages  of  life,  departing  from  activities  and  social  contexts  rather 
than  from  the  traditional  spatial  order.  The  notion  of  the  living-room 
points  out  how  events,  actors  and  activities  are  closely  linked  to  the  rooms 
where  the  events  are  taking  place.  These  are  'living'  rooms,  which  means 
that  they  make  suggestions  for  life  and  behavior.  They  have  their  own 
stories  and  create  their  own  contexts.  Living-room  is  a  model  for  making 
homes  without  being  restricted  to  the  ideology  of  the  idealized,  private, 
hetero-normative  nuclear  family.  The  notion  of  the  living-room  emphasizes 
intimacy  and  everyday  life,  without  precluding  the  visionary  or  the  public' 

2.2.  Indecent  Kinships 

SLIcK  uses  the  term  'indecent'  as  closely  synonymous  to  'independent', 
with  the  difference  that  indecent  also  alludes  to  prejudices  and  normative 
assumptions  about  queer  groups  and  life  cycles.  In  addition,  indecency 
refers  to  historical  and  contemporary  feminist  activism  in  relation  to  the 
production  of  space,  civil  rights  and  housing.^  Kinship  is  defined  by  each 
separate  group  and  by  members  themselves.  There  should  be  no  self-evident 
right  of  precedence  for  bio-families  with  so-called  blood  relations.  The 
association  distances  itself  from  the  system  of  biologically  based  hereditary 
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rights. 

2.3.  Living  Workshops 

The  association's  notion  of  'hving  workshops'  summarizes  our  idea  to 
create,  hve  in  and  support  homes  that  contain  spaces  for  production 
(salaried  work,  service,  care,  cultivation,  writing  etc),  common  social  spaces, 
more  separate  love  nests  and  sometimes  a  room  of  one's  own.  Tliese  living 
workshops  have  their  own  space  within  the  framework  of  a  building,  an 
island,  several  courtyards,  a  thousand  libraries  -  or  they  might  extend  over 
whole  cities.^ 

3.  Attitude 

Members  of  SLIcK  always  have  their  own  definition  of  queer  feminism, 
always  promote  strategies  based  on  lesbian  continuity  and  solidarity  and 
always  distance  themselves  from  any  kind  of  witch  hunts.  Membership 
is  by  invitation.  Tlie  invitation  is  extended  by  someone  who  is  already  a 
member  to  someone  who  is  willing  to  subscribe  to  the  association's  policy 
document.^ 

4.  Activities 

SLIcK  activities  can  be  regarded  as  parts  of  a  large  building  that  can  never 
become  one  single  whole.  The  parts  relate  to  different  social  contexts  and 
modes  of  expression.  Tliey  are  geographically  dispersed  and  relatively 
limited  in  time;  sometimes  altogether  temporary,  but  they  might  also  last 
for  a  lifetime.  They  form  a  queer  construction,  whose  walls  and  salons, 
outhouses  and  balconies  are  put  up,  used  and  then  taken  down  or  moved  as 
soon  as  their  purpose  has  been  achieved.'' 

5.  International 

Members  of  SLIcK  are  associated  with  the  international  organization  LIcK. 
This  friendly  connection,  which  also  forms  a  relay  to  other  local  branches, 
provides  access  to  a  number  of  auxiliary  troops,  various  affirmative  contexts 
and  an  enormous  base  of  knowledge  and  experience.  This  is  important 
not  least  when  members  or  groups  of  members  move,  travel  or  face  the 
realization  of  a  new  brave  undertaking. 

6.  Future 

This  document  belongs  to  the  future. 
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Permissiveness,  Trust,  Survival. 

Claiidine,  Jack,  Baby,  Ingeborg  and  Katarina  Bonnevier 

Comments 


1.  CLAUDINE:  I  think  of  the  hving-room  as  an  assembly  room, 
to  underhne  that  we  are  deahng  with  social  spaces.  And  then  I'm 
fascinated  by  the  thought  that  spaces  have  a  life  of  their  own. 
Then  the  room  can  also  be  my  assembly,  my  company.  Only  not  as 
intrusive  as  some  people  can  be,  but  company  in  seclusion. 

BABY:  Perhaps  we  should  have  ladies  of  companion  as  well? 

2.  CLAUDINE:  It  is  also  to  do  with  class  and  taste.  But  I'm  hesitant 
about  incorporating  others'  view  of  us  into  our  own  name. 

BABY:  Think  about  Valerie  Solanas!  Attack  Great  Art  and 
Architecture  with  proud  indecency. 

INGEBORG:  Shame  has  followed  (and  haunted)  women's 
fight  for  their  own  homes.  Much  energy  has  been  spent  proving 
that  those  who  don't  follow  the  hetero -normative  life  sequence 
of  moving  from  their  parent  family  into  marriage  with  a  man 
can  still  be  decent.  Gendered  housing  projects  such  as  Hem  for 
kvinnor  med  barn  ('Homes  for  Women  with  Children')  and 
Studenskehem  ('Homes  for  Female  Students')  were  created  in 
the  20th  century  to  include  the  women  who  lived  there  in  the 
category  of  the  decent. 

JACK:  Nowadays  the  normative  assumption  is  that  the  period 
between  leaving  the  parental  home  and  entering  into  a  new 
monogamous  nuclear  family  is  a  passing  phase,  which  makes  queer 
lives  and  family  constellations  appear  less  valuable.  The  apparent 
stability  of  the  hetero-system  doesn't  mean  that  it  isn't  falling 
apart,  but  is  an  effect  of  constant  repetition. 

BABY:  And  marketing. 

3.  BABY:  SLIcK  is  no  model  for  a  perfect  society.  It  is  practical 
activism:  buildings  for  those  of  us  who  don't  fit  the  social  norms, 
so  that  we  can  survive  without  being  like  the  others.  I  worship  me 
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and  others  who  are  Hke  me, 

INGEBORG:  I'm  a  feminist  by  tradition  and  I  actually  still  travel 
to  Femo  every  smnmer.  It  is  almost  40  years  since  I  participated 
the  first  time.  Neither  Grupp  8,  nor  the  Swedish  Collective 
Housing  Movement,  nor  SLIcK  would  have  existed  without 
Femo. 

4.  CLAUDINE:  SLIcK  is  actually  not  an  association  but  an 
associative  system  ot  permissiveness  and  trust.  It  ^rows  bv 
association;  not  without  control,  but  based  on  responsibility. 

JACK:  When  the  binary  gender  system  with  women  and  men 
has  totally  collapsed  this  will  be  a  non-issue,  but  few  men  have 
received  an  invitation  to  join  the  association,  anci  most  of  them 
are  gay  feminists. 

INGEBORG:  There  are  not  so  many  hetero  women  either; 
the  threshold  is  higher  for  them.  Tliev  must  prove  that  they 
don't  relapse  back  into  ordinary  old  white  hetero-feminism. 
Our  suspicion  is  not  unfounded.  As  Anna  Riiling  pointed  out 
already  in  1904,  although  lesbians  were  solidary  to  and  active  in 
the  women's  movement,  this  large  and  influential  organization 
did  absolutely  nothing  to  promote  social  justice  for  its  lesbian 
members.  During  most  of  the  20th  century  parts  of  the  women's 
movement  have  continued  to  ignore  and  even  fight  against 
policies  aimed  at  lesbians. 

CLAUDINE:  The  inability  to  see  racism  and  ethnic  oppression 
follows  the  same  pattern. 

5.  JACK:  The  appearance  of  permanence  is  one  of  the  most 
fundamental  effects  of  heteronormativity.  Although  everything 
changes  and  nothing  is  permanent,  so  much  of  society  is  built 
on  the  idea  of  eternal  values,  inner  truths  and  stable  relations.  If 
something  appears  to  be  temporary  it  can  never,  according  to  the 
norm,  be  as  significant  as  if  it  appeared  to  be  permanent. 

BABY:  \Xe  are  such  stuff  as  dreams  are  made  on;  and  our  little  life 
is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

CLAUDINE:  SLIcK  behaves  more  or  less  like  a  camping  site. 
When  you  have  put  up  your  caravan,  you  start  wanting  to  make 
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it  more  and  more  similar  to  a  house  with  a  foundation.  You  add 
a  tent,  you  put  up  a  fence,  you  estabhsh  a  garden  with  tiles  and 
potted  plants  and  a  grill.  I  have  even  seen  wood-paneled  caravans 
with  tiled  roofs  that  try  to  look  like  log  cabins.  The  point  being 
that  the  wheels  are  still  there  under  the  floor.  The  permanence  is  a 
masquerade;  it  lasts  only  as  long  as  everyone  involved  wants  it  to 
last. 

INGEBORG:  Also  the  more  slowly-moving  housing  matter  of 
SLIcK  carries  with  it  some  form  of  movement,  much  like  the 
residential  house  I  helped  create  for  single  mothers  and  their 
children  in  the  city  of  Norrkoping.  It  was  constructed  with 
separate  rooms  with  a  cooking  area  and  a  toilet  along  a  central 
corridor,  on  three  floors.  At  the  end  of  each  corridor  was  a  shared 
bathroom.  On  the  other  side  of  the  stair-well  were  all  other 
common  facilities:  the  kindergarten,  the  kitchen,  the  food  cellar, 
the  assembly  rooms,  the  laundry  rooms,  the  library.  There  were 
also  special  housing  units  for  those  running  the  house  and  the 
activities,  and  isolation  rooms  for  those  who  were  ill.  The  home 
mirrored  the  attitudes  of  the  1940s  towards  so-called  single 
mothers  with  children.  It  was  an  honest  attempt  to  support  a 
socially  exposed  group,  but  it  also  furthered  the  stigmatization  of 
this  group. 

Now  we  have  rebuilt  the  house,  so  that  every  room  has  several 
entrances  and  it  is  possible  to  move  across  and  along  the  house 
at  different  levels.  In  this  way,  the  architecture  supports  different 
ever-changing  spaces  and  combinations  of  spaces  for  indecent 
kinships.  The  built  borders  between  people  have  been  made  more 
porous,  the  outlines  around  family  constellations  more  fluid. 
Through  a  system  of  stairs,  lifts  and  bridges  each  room  has  a  direct 
connection  to  the  garden  and  the  other  floors.  The  dividing  walls 
are  redoubled  and  may  be  transgressed.  There  are  no  disturbing 
sounds  from  the  neighbor,  although  the  overlaps  have  turned  the 
walls  into  passages  between  the  rooms.  It  is  like  crawling  under  the 
wallpaper.  The  corridor  is  no  longer  the  only  way.  In  the  separate 
toilets  and  wardrobes  there  are  also  hidden  doors  to  adjacent 


CLAUDINE:  The  best  house  for  playing  hide-and-seek. 

INGEBORG:  Tlie  isolation  room  is  the  only  section  of  the  house 
that  is  not  part  of  the  system  with  stairs  and  passages.  It  can  be 
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booked  anonymously  by  members  who  are  over  18;  it  has  holes 
instead  oi  windows,  visible  raw  concrete  and  some  equipment. 
Very  popular.  All  common  facilities  have  been  kept  from  before 
the  renovation  and  we  have  added  a  bathhouse  and  a  nightclub 
in  the  cellar  (Johanne  from  Chez  Moune  sets  the  atmosphere, 
it  has  become  a  High  Quarter).  In  the  attic  there  are  winter 
gardens  that  also  spill  into  the  stairwell.  We  still  have  a  janitor,  or 
'house-keeper'  as  Maggan  prefers  to  be  called,  but  no  special  staff 
quarters.  The  house  is  full  and  SLIcK  is  designing  a  new  one  for 
the  old  parking  lot. 


This  text  was  written  as  a  response  to  Kajsa  Dahlbergsa  works  En  eget  rum/Tusen 
hibliotek  (A  Room  of  One's  Own/ A  JJumsand  Libraries),  2006, 20  7ninutes  (Female  Fist), 
2006  and  Jl}e  Femo  Women's  Camp  200S:  Film  and  Contract,  2008. 
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Malin  Arnell 


TO  THIS  END,  IT  IS  NOT  ENOUGH/ 


ORIENTATION  IS  ABOUT  HOW  WE  BEGIN,  HOW  WE 
PROCEED  FROM  *  HERE ' /HERE/GI VI NG  THIS, 
ORIENTATIONS  ARE  ABOUT  THE  INTIMACY  OF  BODIES 
AND  THERE  DWELLING  PLACES/AS  IF  IT  WERE  A 
PROPERTY  OF  BODIES,  OR  OF  GROUPS/ 

I  SHALL  DEFEND/AND  IS  ALWAYS  CONCERNED  WITH 
COLLECTIVE  FORMS  OF  IDENTIFICATION/AT  THE 
SAME  TIME/EVERY  ORDER  IS  THE  TEMPORARY  AND 
PRECARIOUS  ARTICULATION  OF  CONTINGENT 
PRACTICES/IT  IS  WRONG,  THEN,  TO  AFFIRM,  AS 
SOME  DO,  THAT  THESE  MOVEMENTS  EMERGED 
BEACAUSE  OF  THE  CRISIS/ 

THE  MORE  IMPOSSIBLE  IT  SEEMS,  THE  MORE 
NECESSARY  IT  BECOMES/FOR  EXAMPLE/WHAT  FORM 
OF  WE/THEY  WOULD  IT  IMPLY?/ 

THE  POINT  FROM  WHICH  WE  SEE/AS  A  POINT 
THAT  IS  NOT  SEEN/BUT  ALSO  THAT  WE  FOLLOW 
IT'S  LINE/  IT  IS  FROM  HERE  THAT  THE  WORLD 
UNFOLDS/I  LOOK  AROUND/WE  MIGHT  START  BY 
SAYING  'WE'/ 

CONFLICT  NEEDS  TO  TAKE  A  FORM  THAT  DOES  NOT 
DESTROY/AS  A  STRATEGY  OF  SURVIVAL/I  DON'T 
KNOW/I'M  JUST  DOING  IT/IN  AN  UNDERSTANDABLE 
DESIRE  TO  FORGE  BONDS  OF  SOLIDARITY/FOR 
EXAMPLE/TO  UNDERSTAND  WHAT  IS  'TO  DO'  PRIOR 
ANY  CLAIM  OF  WHAT  ONE  OUGHT   TO  DO/ 


SOCIAL  ACTION  REQUIERS  A  PERFORMANCE  WHICH  IS 
REPETED/THE  ACT  IS  NOT  CONTRASTED  WITH  REAL, 
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Vjis  h  JVhat  We  Do  Z  video  still  (2009). 


78 


BUT  CONSTITUTES  A  REALITY/AND/A  FACTICITY 
WHICH  HAS  NO  MEANING/ 

WE  ARE,  TODAY.  (IN  THE  MIDST  OF  AN  IMPORTANT 
RESTRUCTURING)/AND/I  WILL  LIMIT  MYSELF  TO  THE 
ASPECTS  WHICH  ARE  RELEVANT/ 

MY  CENTRAL  AIM  IS  A  POLITICAL  ONE/BUT  THERE 
IS  AN  ENTIRELY  DIFFERENT  ASPECT  OF  THE 
QUESTION/WHEN  WE  RECOGNIZE  THAT  WE  ARE 
DEALING  WITH  RESISTANCES/OR  "HEGEMONIC 
FORMATION'VIT  MUST  BE  SAID/TM  SAYING  IT/YOU 
ARE/ 

WHAT  IS  NOT  HERE  NOW? 

YOU  WILL  REMEMBER/IF  YOU  REJECT,  AS  I 
OBIOUSLY  DO/THE  OTHER  PARADIGM/(A  CONCEPTION 
OF  SOCIETY  AS  A  COMPLEX  ENSAMBLE  OF 
HETEROGENEOUS  SOCIAL  RELATIONS  POSSESSING 
THEIR  OWN  DYNAMISM)/ 

WITHOUT  KNOWING  IT/I  AM  CONSEQUENTLY  OPPOSED/ 
ALWAYS  CONCERNED  WITH  COLLECTIVE  FORMS  OF 
IDENTIFICATION/SHOWING  THAT  EVERY  CONSENSUS 
IS  BASED  ON  ACTS  OF  EXCLUSION/A  'CONSTITU- 
TIVE OUTSIDE'/ 

LIKENESS  IS  AN  EFFECT  OF  PROXIMITY  OR 
CONTACT/LIKENESS  IS  AN  EFFECT  OF  THE 
PROXIMITY  OF  SHARED  RESIDENCE/IT  DOES  NOT 
COMMAND  ATTENTION/ 

AS  FAR  AS  COLLECTIVE  IDENTITIES  ARE 
CONCERNED/WE  FOUND  OUR  SELF  IN  A  SIMULAR 
SITUATION/THAT  MAKES  THEM  (US)  WHANT  TO 
BECOME  PART  OF  A  CROWD/BUT  HERE  IS  ANOTHER 
DRIVE/AS  I  HAVE  STRESSED/THERE  IS  AN 
IMPORTANT  AFFECTIVE  DIMENSION/A  COLLECTIVE 
IDENTETY.  A  'WE'/GIVING  HOPE  FORE  THE  FUTURE/ 


79 


WE  CAN  SE  THE  RHYTHM/YES,  WE  CAN/THE  INSTINCT 
OF  AGGRESSIVENESSE  AND  DESTRUCTI VENESS/ 
HOWEVER,  AS  I  HAVE  SAID,  ONE  SHOULD  NOT  BLAME 
NEW  FORMS  OF  I NEQUALITY/ IT  IS  PRECISELY  HERE 
ONE  SEES  THE  LINE/ 

BUT/WE  MIGHT  NOT  HEAR  ANYTHING  AT  ALL/  IN 
SILENCE/WE  STAND/ 

BODIES  STAND  OUT  WHEN  THEY  ARE  OUT  OF  PLACE/ 
AND/THE  MOMENTS  WHEN  THE  BODY  APPEARS  'OUT  OF 
PLACE'  ARE  MOMENTS  OF  POLITICAL  AND  PERSONAL 
TROUBLE/ON  THE  STREET  OR  IN  THE  BUS/THE  ACT 
BECOMES  DANGEROUS/ 


*HEY  YOU  THERE'/ 


JUST  BECAUSE  EVERYTHING  IS  DIFFERENT  IT  DOES 
NOT  MEAN  THAT  ANYTHING  HAS  CHANGED/IT  DOESN'T 
FEEL  LIKE  ANGER  THOUGH/ 

INDEED  I  CAN  ONLY  SAY  T  TO  THE  EXTENT  THAT 
I  HAVE  FIRST  BEEN  ADDRESSED,  AND  THAT  ADDRESS 
HAS  MOBILIZED  MY  PLACE  IN  SPEECH/ 

BODIES  ARE  ORIENTATED  WHEN  THEY  ARE  OCCU- 
PIED IN  TIME  AND  SPACE/SUCH  A  PERFORMANCE  IS 
AN  ORIENTATION  TOWARDS  THE  FUTURE/ I NSOFAR  AS 
THE  ACTION  IS  ALSO  THE  EXPRESSION  OF  A  WISH 
OR  INTENTION/ 

WHITENESS  (AND  OTHER  COLOURS)  ORIENTATES  BOD- 
IES IN  SPECIFIC  DIRECTIONS/AFFECTING  HOW  THEY 
'TAKE  UP'  SPACE.  AND  WHAT  THEY  'CAN  DO'/ 
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BEHIND  THE  ACTION/ORIENTATION  ARE  ABOUT  THE 
DIRECTIONS  WE  TAKE  THAT  PUT  SOME  THINGS  AND 
NOT  OTHERS  IN  OUR  REACH/IT  IS  AN  ORIENTATION 
THAT  PUTS  CERTAIN  THINGS  WITHIN  REACH/ 


THE  DESIRE  FOR  RESISTANCE  IS  NOT 
THE  DESIRE  FOR  GOOD  PRACTICE/ 


THE  SAME  AS 


WHAT  DOES  IT  MEAN  TO 
DESIRE?  WHAT  DOES  IT 
BE  SHARED? 


NOTICE  WHITENESS/OR 
MEAN  FOR  ATTRIBUTES  TO 


WE  CAN  SE  THE  RHYTHM/ 1 NDEED ,  THE  VERY  MEANING 
OF  THE  POLITICAL  EXPANDS  AS  WELL/AS  I  HAVE 
SAID,  THE  SUBORDINATION  OF  WOMEN  IS  A  VERY 
OLD  PHENOMENON/THIS  IS  WAY  WE  URGENTLY  NEED 
AN  ALTERNATIVE  APPROACH/THIS  IS  AN  EXELENT 
EXAMPEL/ 


This  is  a  cut,  copy,  and  paste  manuscript  produced  during  the  fall  of  2009  in  connection 
to  the  exhibition  TO  THIS  END,  IT  IS  NOT  ENOUGH/  at  SEPTEMBER  gallery, 
Berlin,  Germany.  I  would  like  to  thank  Sara  Ahmed,  Judith  Butler,  Chantal  Mouffe 
and  Yvonne  Rainer  to  whom  I'm  very  thankful  -  thank  you  for  making  it  possible  to 
orientate  myself  within  this  world. 


Malin  Arnell  hosted  a  meeting  on  Expressions  of  anger  and  reai 
for  action. 
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I  often  find  myself  sitting,  staring  into  space,  perplexed  by  existence,  frustrated 
with  the  daily  activities  of  life  and  overwhelmed  by  the  emotional,  spiritual 
and  artistic  discourse  through  which  I  find  myself  navigating.  I  desire  an 
empty,  languid  space,  without  pressure  or  purpose.  But  the  suspicion  that 
something  useful  and  amazing  can  happen  is  again  validated,  even  in  the 
smallest  form,  and  I'm  obliged  to  keep  working  and  moving  forward. 

When  asked,  "What  are  you  asking?"  and  "What  is  missing?",  I  don't  know 
what  to  say.  I'm  always  figuring  it  out.  I  often  feel  my  photos  are  asking 
others  to  consider  a  visceral  space  as  I  see  it  and  feel  it,  at  that  particular 
juncture  in  time,  but  then  realize  mostly  I  am  taking  time  to  contemplate 
my  own  life  and  what  is  most  important  to  me  in  the  tangible,  material 
world. 
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Katie  Cerone 

Art,  or,  my  phantom  limb 


to  the  nursemaid  who  has  loosened  knots,  burned  through  blocked 
passageways;  miisicated  the  very  milk  of  my  organs,  what  old  rot  having 
died  off  completely  can  come  back  dressed  in  sumptuous  disguise?  my 
very  dangerous  limb,  where  the  soul  cuts  clean  the  mind  sticks;  there  in 
its  quilt  of  checks  and  balances,  its  illusions  -  imagining  the  imaginary  - 
my  limb  awakening,  like  a  phantom. 

what  better  defense  against  the  death  instinct  than  the  false  self?  shelter 
the  symptom,  sabotage  my  well-being  in  order  to  ynaintain  the jonissance  of 
anxiety\  i  was  a  disciple  of  dead  thinking,  icing  the  woimd  of  a  lost  limb, 
the  fable  i  wore  on  my  body  neatly  eclipsed  the  larger  myth,  the  myth 
of  my  singularity,  it  was  my  spectacle,  it  was  me,  confronted  with  all  the 
pressure  to  conform  to  this  notion  of  an  embodied,  higher  social  unit. 

the  imaginary  -  she  is  constantly  sewing  back  and  forth,  tumbling 
over  lines  of  motion  in  reverse,  building  thick  ridges,  she  is  always 
in  exultant,  intimate  revolt,  to  what  service  would  i  direct  her?  to 
what  height  would  i  let  her  sublimations  reign?  she  is  the  damaging 
of  monarchy  in  meaning,  she  will  rush  lengthwise  along  my  nervous 
system  until  the  signifiers  begin  to  sing  on  their  own. 

she  is  the  subject-in-process/on  trial,  stirring,  sweating,  singing;  giver  of 
a  new  gift,  of  parousia,  love  as  a  non-reciprocal,  disequilibrium,  if  i  clear 
her  the  room,  she  will  provide  nourishment  that  is  never  fixed,  a  line 
that  will  run  through  the  body  fashioning  a  lightscape,  source  becoming 
source,  low  and  sweet,  floral,  rapturous,  that  feeling  of  serene  mastery 
few  physical  things  in  this  world  have  the  power  to  produce,  perhaps 
the  sea?  art  as  a  secret  exercise  rivaling  the  wide  blue  sea  and  its  way  of 
extinguishing  my  thoughts  so  perfectly,  so  sublimely. 

i  constructed  a  purer  fantasy;  my  mystical  solution  baring  strange 
resemblance  to  the  bitter  root  of  my  original  malady,  there  had  to  be 
another  way,  a  thorn  pushed  into  my  side  in  just  the  right  place?  come 
again  you,  my  love,  my  shackle,  my  sticky  leash,  beastly  and  unyielding, 


driving  me  to  the  very  highest  pitches  of  happiness,  a  reminder  of  the 
animal  world  calling  from  outside  my  calculated  solitude,  were  as  all 
my  mortal  preoccupations  wound  tightly  like  a  rope  snaking  down  my 
throat  and  through  my  digestive  tract  curling  neatly  below  my  navel, 
you  were  bursting  out  of  yours,  your  brilliant  blood  riuming  from  your 
tares  and  washing  down  the  streets  into  the  gutters  and  back  out  into 
the  big  wide  field  in  which  you  roamed,  you  prohibited  my  retreat 
into  the  sealed  imaginary,  my  transcending  into  cultivated  light,  moral 
compass?  you  had  none,  you  had  no  borders,  no  boundaries,  and  your 
maniacal  force  snapped  my  very  perfect  edges,  i  approached  the  limits 
of  my  symptomatic  and  treasured  flesh,  you  were  as  real  as  those  rivers 
of  blood  and  i  couldn't  bare  to  wash  you  off  like  the  rest  of  my  earthly 
tethers. 

what  was  my  internal  necessity?  the  bone  in  my  throat,  candy  bone, 
glitter  bone,  gutter  bone,  gun  bone,  gore  bone,  my  geometry,  my 
reservoir,  my  mote,  my  drinking  straw,  my  lonely  round. 


material  appearing  in  italics  is  taken  from  selected  writings  of  Julia  Kristeva  (1941-) 
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Jennifer  Hayashida 

From  The  Autonomic  System 


Highway  Four 

You  and  I  are  in  the  cab  of  the  pickup  truck.  It  is  early  in  the  morning  and 
dayhght  is  still  filtered  out  of  the  sky,  casting  everything  in  newsprint.  If  I 
look  to  the  right,  I  see  the  soft  hills  of  Contra  Costa  County,  and  if  I  look  to 
the  left,  I  see  my  your  flat  profile,  gaze  fixed  on  the  road,  cigarette  protruding 
with  a  thin  ribbon  of  smoke  fluttering  out  the  window.  Our  car  follows  the 
curves  of  highway  4  between  Walnut  Creek  and  Richmond,  and  we  spend 
most  of  the  trip  in  the  left-hand  lane,  passing  hatchbacks,  sedans,  and  semis, 
the  latter  taking  their  time  to  steadily  low-gear  their  way  up  the  hills.  We 
pass  the  strip  malls  that  skirt  Martinez,  the  home  of  John  Muir,  the  battered 
wood  sign  that  reads  "Franldin  Canyon  Public  Golf  Course". 

The  radio  dial  glows  a  lonely  yellow.  It  is  tuned  to  AM  and  a  tin  can  voice 
barks  out  commentary  on  oil  crises  and  local  crooks.  In  this  memory,  you 
are  mostly  sound  and  scent:  the  windbreaker  rustles  as  you  turn  the  steering 
wheel,  your  khaki  pants  smell  of  fabric  softener,  the  soles  of  your  sneakers 
squeak  against  the  accelerator  as  we  speed  up  and  slow  down  in  the  current 
of  rush-hour  traffic.  Cigarette  smoke  mingles  with  after  shave  and  the  sour 
aroma  of  cofi'ee.  These  scents  are  flush  with  the  plastic  car  interior,  motor 
oil,  and  the  faint  metallic  ting  of  the  shop  -  a  smell  you  carried  with  you  in 
the  evenings  when  you  returned  from  work,  when  you  had  become  a  man 
who  thumped  into  the  door  like  swallows  into  windows.  The  swallow,  who 
cannot  see  what  is  transparent;  us,  protecting  ourselves  with  the  invisible. 

I  may  have  made  this  trip  five  times,  ten  at  the  very  most.  I  went  in  order 
to  help  out,  to  answer  phones,  assist  your  secretary  with  easy  tasks,  and 
occasionally  just  to  tidy  up.  I  was  paid  a  little  bit  for  my  work,  but  the  real 
reward  was  to  participate  in  this  mysterious  ritual  of  rising  before  the  sun 
and  setting  off  for  the  office.  Stepping  out  into  the  frosty  morning  air,  you 
newly  showered  and  aromatic  against  the  crisp  dew,  the  inside  of  the  cab 
immediately  steaming  up  from  our  double  presence,  forcing  us  to  wait  until 
the  engine  had  warmed  up  and  the  defrost  cleared  semi-circles  of  sight  in  the 
windshield. 
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That  sound:  the  whinnying  of  the  pickup,  and  then  the  cHck-dick  of  the  gear 
shifting  from  park  to  drive.  The  driver's  side  window  being  cranked  down  an 
inch  as  a  cigarette  was  ht  and  we  pulled  out  of  the  driveway. 

Most  of  my  childhood  memories  involve  views  from  this  angle:  the  upward 
gaze  of-  a  small  girl  in  the  passenger  or  back  seat  of  a  car,  everything  seen 
through  the  gentle  convex  bulge  of  a  window  cropped  by  metal  and 
plastic.  What  I  see  is  1980s  California,  its  sprawl  evinced  by  cinder-block 
construction  and  large  billboards  advertising  hundreds  of  three-  and  four- 
bedroom  homes.  I  see  the  Lite  Brite  luminosity  of  San  Francisco  as  we 
crossed  the  Bay  Bridge.  A  large  cross  on  the  hills  along  580  between  Oakland 
and  Pleasanton,  with  a  large  hillside  sentence  reminding  us  that  Jesus  Is  the 
Reason  for  the  Season. 

Having  now  lived  and  driven  in  the  Bay  Area  on  my  own,  my  father's  extensive 
knowledge  of  back  roads  and  short  cuts  seems  expert.  From  4,  we  would 
cut  across  to  80  via  the  Richmond  Parkway,  flanked  by  eucalyptus  trees  and 
Hilltop  Mall,  and  from  there,  we  drove  into  Richmond  anci  past  that  city's 
community  in  decline:  mom-and-pop  Mexican  fast-food  joints  housed  in 
what  used  to  be  burger  drive-ins,  bank  buildings  for  lease,  pedestrians  - 
California  anomalies  -  making  their  way  ciown  buckling  sidewalks.  Dad 
said,  "Lock  the  cioors,"  and  I  did  as  I  was  told,  pushing  my  thumb  against  the 
nub  of  the  door  lock,  trying  to  avoid  the  glances  of  the  Mexican  kids  waiting 
for  the  light  to  turn  green  so  they  could  cross. 

By  the  time  we  arrived  at  the  shop  on  Hensley  Street,  the  sun  had  revealed 
the  sky  and  the  air  smelled  of  warm  asphalt  and  the  Albany  bay.  We  would 
get  out  of  the  car  and  from  the  scent  in  the  air  I  could  tell  what  kind  of  day 
it  would  be  -  hot,  dry,  rainy,  overcast  -  and  then  we  were  inside  the  office: 
fluorescent,  tangy  with  yesterday's  stale  coffee  burning  a  ring  on  the  coffee 
maker's  hot  plate,  the  machines  already  grinding  with  work.  Dad  would 
disappear  into  the  vast  shop,  and  I  was  left  with  Mary,  whom  I  imagined 
to  be  a  distant  relative  of  Dolly  Parton,  sweet  and  folksy.  Mary  wore  large 
glasses  and  colorful  jersey  tops,  her  brown  hair  feathereci  and,  as  the  eighties 
progressed,  permed.  Mary  called  people  "Hon"  and  "Dear"  and  during  the 
days  I  spent  in  her  company,  she  always  treated  me  kindly  and  gave  me  simple 
tasks  to  execute  so  that  my  stay  would  appear  worthwhile. 

Men  worked  in  the  cavernous  shop  that  lay  beyond  the  office,  and  they 
would  only  occasionally  enter  its  fluorescent  warmth  in  order  to  refill  a  dirty 
coffee  cup  or  make  a  quick  phone  call.  The  orange  coils  of  the  space  heater 
would  vainly  flicker  and  hum  while  I  watched  Ken  or  Joe  or  Smitty  slowly  stir 
non-dairy  creamer  into  the  acitiic  sludge  they  called  coffi^e,  then  disappear 
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back  into  the  vast  industrial  chill  of  the  machine  shop  where  things  were 
occasionally  made  but  mostly  just  repaired.  My  father  was  in  the  business 
of  valves  and  pumps,  which  I  eventually  understood  to  mean  two  things: 
he  made  sure  that  large  machines  operated  properly  in  order  to  heat  or  cool 
buildings  and  run  large  engines,  and  a  lot  of  the  work  he  did  was  for  the  state 
and  the  military.  As  often  as  he  was  at  the  shop  on  Hensley  Street,  my  father 
was  also  on  some  dry-docked  aircraft  carrier  or  submarine. 


Launched  in  I960,  the  USS  Enterprise  is  the  world's  first  nuclear-powered 
aircraft  carrier,  and  she  is  currently  the  oldest  active  vessel  still  in  commission 
under  the  United  States  Nav)^  with  decommissioning  scheduled  for  2012- 
2014.  Intended  to  be  the  first  in  a  class  of  six.  Enterprise  was  so  costly  that 
after  she  was  completed,  the  remaining  ships  were  never  constructed.  So, 
she  is  the  only  ship  of  her  class.  With  an  eight-reactor  propulsion  design, 
the  Enterprise  is  the  only  aircraft  carrier  to  house  more  than  two  nuclear 
reactors.  In  addition,  she  is  outfitted  with  two  NATO  Sea  Sparrow  missile 
launchers  and  a  retrofit  in  the  2000s  added  two  RIM-1 16  Rolling  Airframe 
Missile  launchers. 

Events  involving  the  USS  Enterprise  include  the  first  American  orbital 
space  flight  in  1960,  the  Cuban  missile  crisis,  and  in  November  of  1965,  the 
Enterprise  launched  aircraft  against  the  Viet  Cong  near  Bien  Hoa,  unleashing 
167  tons  of  bombs  and  rockets  in  a  single  day.  She  remained  involved  in  U.S. 
combat  operations  in  Viet  Nam  throughout  the  rest  of  the  war  and  appears 
to  have  been  central  to  the  so-called  Linebacker  II  campaign,  which  for 
more  than  a  year  conducted  tens  of  thousands  of  air  strikes  on  Vietnamese 
artillery  sites,  army  barracks,  petroleum  storage  areas,  and  railroad  and  truck 
stations  in  the  coastal  areas  around  Hanoi  and  Haiphong.  Following  the  '73 
cease-fire,  aircraft  from  the  Enterprise  flew  repeated  sorties  against  targets  in 
Laos,  and  in  1975,  U.S.  helicopters  aiding  in  Operation  Frequent  Wind,  the 
emergency  evacuation  of  Saigon,  flew  to  and  from  the  Enterprise. 

In  1982,  when  returning  from  deployment,  the  Enterprise  ran  aground  on 
a  sandbar  in  San  Francisco  Bay.  Aboard  at  the  time  was  actor  George  Takei, 
Hikaru  Sulu  on  the  television  series  Star  Trek  and  helmsman  of  that  show's 
fictional  spaceship  the  USS  Enterprise. 
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My  father  did  work  on  the  Enterprise  from  the  mid-80s  to  mid-90s,  when  she 
transited  the  Suez  Canal,  conducted  air  strikes  against  Iranian  oil  platforms 
during  Operation  Earnest  Will,  and  participated  in  Operation  Classic 
Resolve  -  the  U.S.  response  to  Philippine  President  Corazon  Aquino's 
request  for  support  during  a  rebel  coup.  The  Enterprise  also  enforced  no-fly 
zones  in  Bosnia  as  part  of  Operation  Joint  Encieavor  and  over  Iraq  during 
Operation  Southern  Watch.  The  cap  with  the  Enterprise  insignia  always  lay 
in  the  rear  window  of  his  car,  supposedly  granting  him  easy  access  to  various 
naval  bases  and  ship  repair  yards.  Once  he  only  drove  the  pickup  truck,  the 
cap  made  its  way  to  the  shelf  in  his  closet,  overlooking  shoe-shine  kits,  v-neck 
sweaters,  and  a  seemingly  infinite  row  oi  golf  shirts. 


Before  noon,  Dad  would  reappear  in  the  doorway  to  the  shop,  and  it  was 
time  for  lunch.  We  would  get  in  the  car,  and  this  time  his  hands  bore  traces  of 
grease  and  oil,  the  smell  of  after  shave  almost  obscured  by  metal,  smoke,  and 
cofl^e.  Lunch  consisted  of  burgers,  sometimes  tacos,  and  the  tables  would  be 
occupied  by  men  my  father's  age,  only  they  were  white  or  black,  frequently 
overweight,  and  their  clothes  advertised  the  Raiders  or  the  49ers.  Because 
my  father  was  more  of  a  golf  guy,  his  clothes  were  simple,  neat,  tucked-in. 
I  frequently  felt  a  current  of  anxiety  pass  through  me  whenever  we  entered 
the  restaurant  and  I  saw  those  other  men.  I  experienced  our  presence  as 
conspicuous,  an  abrupt  intervention  into  the  social  and  racial  continuum 
of  that  space. 

A  yellow  man  and  his  daughter  -  the  girl  a  real  interruption  in  the  masculine 
hum  of  a  workday  lunch  -  step  into  the  restaurant  and  order  burgers,  one 
with  cheese,  the  other  without  pickles.  Fries.  Two  Cokes.  They  sit  by  the 
window  and  what  do  they  talk  about?  The  waitress  brings  the  food  and  they 
cat,  the  father  with  a  small  fleck  of  mayonnaise  on  his  chin  throughout  lunch, 
the  girl  feeling  too  awkward  to  say  anything  about  it,  then  profound  relief 
when  he  unwittingly  wipes  it  off.  Men  pass  them  on  their  way  in  and  out 
of  the  restaurant,  and  when  they  walk  by  their  table  she  braces  herself  She 
expects  them  to  stare,  to  turn  and  say  something  rude,  to  make  a  whispered 
comment  to  a  friend,  who  then  glances  over  and  nods  knowingly.  But  no 
one  says  or  does  anything,  so  while  you  and  I  eat  our  hamburgers,  I  replay 
these  scenarios  in  my  mind,  one  after  the  other,  that  anxious  current  tingling 
through  me  without  pause.  Once  the  food  is  gone  and  the  wrappers  balled 
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up  on  our  trays,  we  grab  our  sodas  and  walk  out  into  the  parking  lot.  I  stand 
in  the  lot  and  wait  for  you  to  unlock  the  passenger-side  door,  and  I  see  that 
the  sky  is  bigger  than  it  was  that  morning,  stretching  from  the  bay  to  the  hills 
in  a  clean  sheet  of  clouds.  We  drive  back  to  the  shop  under  that  plane  of  sky 
and  the  riddling  current  inside  me  recedes. 


i 


Jennifer  Hayashida  hosted  a  meeting  on  Narratives  of  belonging, 
exclusion,  and/ or  forgetting 
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Rebecka  Thor 
Biographies  and  I 


"It  breaks  my  heart  to  remember,  the  misery  we  endured,  all  the  trouble  we 
went  trough.  We  suffered  so  much."  ^ 

In  Zineb  Sedira's  video  Aiother,  Father  and  I  the  mother  speaks, 
simultaneously  her  husband  talks  on  a  screen  next  to  her.  Behind  the 
viewer,  on  the  other  side  of  the  room,  is  a  projection  of  the  daughter 
listening  in  silence.  The  stories  the  parents  recall  have  brought  them  from 
their  native  country  to  another,  from  the  countryside  to  a  capital,  and 
from  the  past  to  the  present.  Tlie  daughter  who  asked  them  to  speak,  who's 
filming  and  exhibiting  their  story,  keeps  silent.  But  it  is  her  story. 

The  silent  daughter  is  the  protagonist;  it  is  she  who  uses  her  biography  even 
if  told  by  her  parents  and  even  if  she  weren't  a  part  of  the  events.  It  is  how 
her  life  took  shape. 

She  says:  "It  breaks  my  heart  to  remember." 

The  use  ol  biography  is  often  connected  to  suffering  and  to  tell  a  trauma; 
as  a  testimony  or  a  confession.  It  operates  in  the  field  of  affection  and 
the  viewer  is  asked  to  try  to  understand  or  empathize,  rather  than  to  get 
involved  or  take  action.  Testimonies  of  traumas  functions  as  a  means  of 
knowledge  production,  but  they  can  run  the  risk  of  loosing  all  political 
radicalism.  Tliey  become  a  closed  story  where  the  receiver  plays  no  part. 
And  yet,  when  the  mother  says:  "it  breaks  my  heart  to  remember"  it 
takes  a  hold  of  me,  and  I  listen  with  an  attention  that  can  register  things  I 
otherwise  wouldn't  hear. 

A  biographical  narrative  should  act  in  the  public.  Hannah  Arendt  draws 
on  the  Aristotelian  concept  of  forms  of  life  and  in  her  understanding  of  the 
public  sphere,  Polis,  each  appearance  can  be  seen  and  heard  by  everybody. 
However,  it  is  not  a  space  for  all  kinds  of  speech  and  actions;  what  is  said 
and  done  need  to  be  considered  to  be  of  interest  of  others,  otherwise  it 


1  Ziiicb  Scdira,  Mother,  Father  audi,  2003. 


belongs  in  private,  social  sphere.  For  her  the  word  "public"  signifies  the 
world  itself,  the  man-made  aspect  of  it. 

"To  live  together  in  the  world  means  essentially  that  a  world  of  things  is 
between  those  who  have  it  in  common,  as  a  table  is  located  between  those 
who  sit  around  it;  the  world,  like  every  in-between,  relates  and  separates 
men  at  the  same  time."^ 

The  bringing  together  around  the  table  implies  a  possible  response.  The 
subjective  story  can  become  the  common  and  the  sharing  of  a  Ufe  story 
does  not  have  to  imply  a  story  of  suffering.  It  can  be  a  political  strategy  to 
avoid  claims  of  telling  a  truth  or  posing  an  objective  account;  maybe  the 
most  ethical  position  to  speak  from.  From  myself/ from  yourself 

Then  she  says:  "the  misery  we  endured,  all  the  trouble  we  went  trough." 

The  story  told  through  one  aims  at  a  larger  system  and  poses  a  critique  of 
the  same  system.  In  that  it  aims  at  political  change,  regardless  of  it  evokes 
something  in  the  past  or  the  present. 

Biography  is  from  the  Greek  words  bio-"life"  and  graphia  "record,  account" 
It  was  in  Latin  the  two  words  were  combined;  only  bios  was  used  in 
classical  Greek.  Bios  signified  one's  life  or  way  of  living.  TIius,  biographies 
is  how  we  tell  about  our  lifetime,  the  question  is  how  and  why  we  do  it.  To 
tell  you  about  me  or  to  tell  you  about  us,  and  the  systems  we  create  and  live 
in. 

She  says:  "We  suffered  so  much." 


2  Hannah  Arendt,  Ihe  Human  Condition,  1958. 


Rebecka  Thor  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  Devrim  Mavi  and 
Lawen  Mohtadi  on  The  personal  narratives  in  political  writing. 
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Re-workingln  the  In-Between,  Shaking  It  Out 


The  Process  is  Power  conference  caught  my  attention  because  it  addresses 
two  important  issues  for  me: 

1.  Process  as  a  foreign/other  language  inside  one  dominant 
language;  frequently  spoken  by  Lesbians  but  not  limited  to  this 
Tribe;  most  ofiien  used  outside  of  Patriarchal  circles. 

2.  Process  as  a  metaphor  for  working  used  most  often  in  relation  to 
Artists. 

3. 
Tliese  are  topics  I  am  currently  investigating  in  my  new  work,  "Notes  on 
Lying". 

What  motivates  me?  I  am  an  artist  and  an  outsider,  both  simultaneously 
and  distinctively,  so  now  a  total  of  3. 

I  studied  various  fruits  in  my  education,  each  one  sliced  or  deconstructed 
an/other  way,  an  endless  amount  of  variations-  but  not  quite  infinity.  Yet, 
when  confronted  with  "Process"  I  tend  to  let  it  go.  As  I  release  this  grip,  or 
hailing,  there  creates  a  void,  torn  open  through  rejection.  This  void  is  an 
open  space,  never  able  to  be  filled  or  closed,  "that  which  is  not  one".  The 
Gap.  And  so  I  stand  empty-handed  before  myself,  and  before  my  reader. 
But  I'm  convinced  this  situation  needn't  remain  so.  I  think  if  we  stretch  the 
limits,  we  might  find  some  wonderful  tools  for  the  regarding  of  Process. 

In  a  theoretical  world,  there  are  as  many  ways  to  view  a  situation  as  there  are 
gaze  of  viewers.  For  this  reason,  I  will  use  simply  my  own,  sketch  it  briefly 
and  then  illustrate  some  results.  I  don't  pretend  to  present  any  ground- 
breaking or  revolutionary  ideas  in  this  text,  just  to  shifi;  my  point  of  view, 
and  possibly  yours. 

Fluidity,  fragmentation,  and  pleasure  are  associated  with  the  metaphorical 
ground  breaking.  The  nascent  intellectual  current  is  conceptualism,  a 
modality  that  creates  a  structure  with  hierarchies,  symbols  and  signs.  It 
gives  process  a  rigorous,  "one,  two"  and  then  falls  to  the  floor.  So  it's  not 
what  I'm  looking  at,  it's  not  the  finality,  but  the  backwards  unfolding. 
When  I  say  backwards,  I  do  invoke  a  form  of  linearity,  but  cion't  limit  it 


within  actual  directions. 

The  focus  on  "Process"  by  which  meaning  has  been  achieved  inherently 
reveals  feminist  concerns.  Inherently  you  may  ask  why?  Inheritance  is  a 
patriarchal  mode  of  moving  power  that  distinctly  and  forthrightly  excludes 
women,  when  I  use  the  word  woman  now,  just  briefly  to  make  my  point, 
it  is  to  classify  that  which  is  outside  heteronormative  patterns.  Here  I 
assert  that  again,  my  concern  is  not  much  with  what  has  been  said  or  made 
or  produced.  I  postulate  a  different  strategy,  a  risk,  for  the  inscription  of 
Process. 

If  to  speak  is  to  act  and  I  say  perform,  perhaps  performance  is  a  form  of 
lying?  That's  philosophy.  But  it's  hard  to  answer  if  you  consistently  question 
what  is  Real. 

Objects  are  less  important  than  process.  Process  will  never  earn  a  dollar.  As 
related  in  point  #2,  the  (O)ther  Tribes,  have  a  whole  foreign  language  of 
process.  Communication  and  dialogue  create  friction,  a  small  warmness. 
Lying  is  done  with  language,  writing,  and  also  the  space  between  words. 
Gaping  holes  of  nothing,  caverns  of  emptiness,  the  liminality  of  abject 
unknown.  A  preferred  space  to  occupy,  like  a  country.  Let  us  not  forget 
power. 

I  don't  always  want  to  be  an  artist.  Part  of  it  for  me  is  about  carrying  around 
a  heavy  load  of  ideas  and  an  intense  drive  to  write  about  them.  By  writing  I 
mean  making  art.  By  writing,  I  like  to  imply  the  gesture  of  my  hand  so  may 
I  also  call  it  painting?  Is  it  controlled?  Is  it  messy?  Is  it  queer  as  a  two -dollar 
bill? 

Politics  are  intrinsic  here,  activating  questions  and  thoughts  in  the  world  we 
live  in  today;  all  wars  considered.  It's  a  load  of  dirty  clothes  for  most  in  the 
United  States.  However,  I  wear  dirty  clothes  every  day.  Cleaning,  putting 
away  the  mess,  taking  the  visibility  out  of  mess,  making  mess  invisible, 
belongs  to  the  privileged.  Visibility  now  marches  into  the  room,  on  the 
paper. 

I  think  of  my  basic  gesture  as  the  American  middle  finger  flying  in  the  air 
of  defiance.  We're  supposed  to  be  rebels  anyways.  I  will  name  the  specificity 
of  my  stance.  Two  able  bodied  legs  supported  by  the  ground  in  the  United 
States  of  America,  foreign  soil. 

So  who  owns  what  and  why?  Who  claims  to  own  the  unknown  thing  that 
dares  not  bare  its  name?  If  one  had  to  live  in  a  closet,  lying  out  of  necessity. 


does  the  closet  ever  leave  the  room? 

Persona  is  a  reaction  to  Patriarchy.  As  everyone  searches  for  their  true  self, 
they  use  the  f^ike  one  they  have  been  given,  or  fliil  miserably  at  that  effort. 
Authenticity  is  slippery.  Mimicry  is  the  tenet  of  femininity. 

It's  easy  to  obsess  over  the  little  things,  scrape  off  the  top  layer  of  eye 
shadow  your  sister's  friend  gave  you  from  her  stash  of  samplers  at  the 
department  store  where  they  both  work.  She's  a  make  up  artist.  It's  another 
kind  of  great  artist.  I  look  at  the  scraped  up  dirty  little  pads  of  packed 
powcier  and  wonder  if  the  germs  from  all  the  rich  ladies,  because  it  is  a  nice 
department  store,  I  wonder  if  they  could  seep  all  the  way  to  the  bottom, 
totally  saturate  the  rectangle  of  color.  No  matter,  I'll  let  my  immune  system 
work  it  out. 

It's  so  rude  when  an  acquaintance  maybe  friend  says,  "I'm  going  out  with 
my  girlfriends  tonight,  me  and  my  girlfriend,  I  just  love  all  my  girlfriends, 
and  I  really  need  to  have  girlfriends."  The  gendered  friendships  keep 
slapping  me  on  the  face  with  their  hallowed  placement.  Now  every  time 
I  hear  a  sex  signifier  I  become  suspect.  I  feel  like  there  must  be  something 
conservative  lurking  around  it.  And  these  days  you  can  guarantee  if 
something  is  called  a  Women's  group,  it's  usually  for  conservative  means. 

It's  scary  how  activist  terms  can  get  co-opted  to  the  point  of  becoming 
innocuous.  Yet  still  I  am  part  separatist  and  have  no  problem  with  making 
statements  about  Men.  Oh  Power.  No  problem  at  all.  Bold  statements 
regarding  the  still  dominant  sex,  but  oh  how  those  women  dream  that's 
behind  us.  It's  oh  so  embarrassing  for  straight  people.  Ha  ha  ha.  Must  we 
really  bring  that  up?  Let's  just  party  and  have  a  good  time,  tickle  tickle  he 
he.  Me  and  my  girlfriends  are  liberated. 

Stereotypes  can't  contain  the  people  within  them.  It's  violent.  So  take  me 
on  my  own  terms,  or  lay  yours  out  so  that  I  can  see  them.  Take  a  position. 
I'm  wary  of  silent  terms,  unspoken,  invisible  ground. 

I'm  still  not  fitting  in.  I'm  a  collision.  You  know  what  I  mean? 

Should  we  decide  what  to  do  together?  I'm  stuck  in  a  pattern.  I  want 
to  continue.  I  want  clarity.  The  emotions  are  muddled.  I  have  a  deep 
commitment.  I  have  conceptual  questions.  I  want  to  check  out. 

It's  time  to  look  over  all  my  notes  and  find  some  more  meaning.  I  need  to 
keep  adding  meaning,  searching.  I  make  no  apologies.  I  want  everything  to 
be  clear  to  myself,  not  to  you. 
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And  coffee.  Why  does  it  have  to  be  so  bad  for  you?  Is  it?  Everything  is  bad. 
All  the  artists  are  sober  tea  drinkers  eating  lots  of  greens  and  staying  in 
shape.  No  more  drugs,  we  run  our  studios  like  a  tight  little  business  ship. 
You  can't  be  a  mess  if  you  want  to  succeed! 

I'm  flipping  pages.  I'm  looking  at  old  super  8  movies.  Animals  I  filmed 
at  the  zoo,  incessantly  walking  back  and  forth,  pacing  in  the  cage,  back 
and  forth  and  back  and  forth  in  black  and  white.  It's  kinda  hard  to  watch. 
I  think  about  Guantanamo.  I  think  about  this  upcoming  election  and  I 
get  freaked  out.  The  elephants  are  out  of  focus.  The  footage  from  France 
with  the  topless  girls  on  the  beach  makes  you  want  to  question  your 
participation  in  perversity,  that's  the  United  States  at  work  in  your  mind. 

My  jeans  are  dirty.  The  special  black  jeans  from  Trash  &  Vaudeville  where 
the  punks  have  been  making  the  same  cut  of  jeans  since  the  real  deal.  The 
ass  has  ripped  so  many  times,  just  came  back  from  the  tailor  at  the  dry 
cleaners,  and  I  feel  like  I  am  walking  around  with  a  diaper  on.  It's  weird  but 
my  ass  still  looks  good  in  them.  I  wish  I  could  afford  new  clothes.  Some 
avant-garde  designer  with  the  freakiest  weird  shit,  who  knows  if  they  even 
sell  it  to  stores  even. 

I  still  believe  in  the  male  gaze.  Seems  like  everyone  has  given  up  on  that. 

Different  ideas.  I'd  like  to  dress  up  as  each  of  my  friends  and  take  their 
portrait,  a  portrait  of  me,  an  homage.  Maybe  I'll  do  it  but  I  wonder  if  it's 
worth  it. 

The  underwear  were  merely  a  symbol  for  the  body.  The  location  of  the 
most  disgusting  form  of  abjection.  I  chose  the  underwear  for  the  location. 
I  buy  used  underwear.  Everyone  says  they  don't  do  it.  I  mean,  I  check  the 
crotch  and  make  sure  it's  not  stained,  and  only  if  they  are  like  really  cool  or 
interesting.  And  of  course  I  wash  them  before  I  wear  them.  A  friend  lost 
my  favorite  pair  of  crotch-less  panties  while  performing  in  the  Miss  L.E.S. 
Pageant.  Can't  blame  her  for  that.  I  got  them  from  a  Saver's  in  Springfield. 
Now  used  crotch-less  panties  no  worries.  They  were  low-cut,  black  lace, 
from  the  70s. 

I  like  to  carry  around  my  twenty-something  half  finished  notebooks  and 
journals.  I  want  to  finish  them  because  I  don't  want  to  waste  the  paper. 
I  wish  I  was  an  eco-terrorist,  but  I  try  to  get  close.  So  I  try  to  carry  them 
around  with  me  wherever  I  go  if  it  is  a  significant  amount  of  time.  I  have 
little  ones  and  regular  too.  At  a  certain  point  a  journal  will  become  so 
time  specific  that  I  can't  possibly  add  to  it.  Then  I  will  tear  out  the  unused 
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pages  and  recycle  them,  making  lists  and  notes  and  whatnot.  I'm  so  jealous 
ot  those  hyper  organized  people.  They  probably  keep  their  lists  in  their 
journals  and  never  fall  behind  deadlines. 

The  fancy  ones  are  nice.  I  can't  afford  them  all  the  time,  but  then  who  cares. 
If  they  get  too  precious  yr  fucked  because  the  pages'  value  combat  the  value 
of  your  words.  You  see  someone  with  those  pristine  perfect  notebooks, 
perhaps  in  black  leather?  You  wonder,  what  kind  of  ideas  are  going  into  that 
special  notebook?  Probably  ones  that  are  continuing  to  make  that  person 
richer.  I  digress,  but  details  like  that  are  always  on  my  mind.  I'm  not  jealous, 
ust  aware.  Details,  like  I  was  saying.  Signifiers  as  others  properly  note. 

look  cute  today  and  I  would  like  to  go  somewhere  and  be  appreciated  for 
t.  Guess  I'd  like  to  go  thrift  shopping  or  somewhere  public  or  something 
in  a  cruising  zone  but  my  money  is  so  tight  I  can't  even  afford  that,  much 
less  the  cab  I  would  need  home.  I  suppose  most  people  could  resolve  that 
problem  on  the  Internet,  a  blog  or  whatever.  I  need  immeciiacy,  human 
contact,  and  human  feelings.  I  need  to  feel  desired. 

I'm  really  pushing  it  now  in  a  total  new  over  the  edge  way.  Credit  cards 
are  maxed  out,  no  more  savings.  It's  weird  to  identify  with  what  the 
politicians  are  saying,  like  hey  that's  me.  No  Health  Insurance,  no  nothing, 
broke,  hahaha.  Borrowed  some  cash  from  a  friend.  Never  done  that 
before.  Big  fucking  sigh.  I'm  freaking  out  about  food  but  I  still  continue 
to  look  glamorous  and  that  is  so  confusing.  No  not  the  looking  part,  that's 
confusing  to  other  people,  it's  the  notoriety.  I'm  not  supposed  to  complain 
about  that.  It's  just  alienating  when  you're  broke.  And  I'm  an  elitist,  and 
educated,  total  cultural  elitist. 

Downwardly  mobile  they  used  to  say  and  still  some  may  say  about  me.  It 
doesn't  stick  though  anymore.  My  generation  can't  expect  to  do  better  than 
their  parents,  like  our  parents  could.  So  there  is  a  downward  shift  and  then 
slap  on  being  an  artist,  slap  on  fighting  to  be  an  artist,  and  ciownward  the 
finances  go.  Maybe  I'm  just  in  shock  cuz  I  was  raised  middle  class. 

Isn't  that  so  embarrassing  for  some  people  ?  Yet  they  don't  know  what 
it's  like  to  have  nothing  to  lose.  I  wonder  how  much  my  not  boring  life 
is  worth.  It  sure  is  fetishized.  Glamour.  Is  that  what  it  costs?  It  feels  like 
poetic  vindication  to  all  the  boring  straight  people  out  perhaps.  They've  got 
the  Internet,  TV,  and  magazines  but  not  the  people. 

Is  that  mean?  I  really  don't  want  to  sound  mean  but  then  I'm  afraid  I 
couldn't  write  anything  down  at  all. 
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I'd  like  to  just  walk  around  and  let  my  tits  accidentally  fall  out  of  my  shirt, 
or  just  hang  out.  I'm  an  exhibitionist  so  it  gets  me  off.  Ask  an  old  crotch 
and  she  still  may  say  it's  an  awful  offense  against  women.  I'd  like  to  offend 
men  and  women  simultaneously. 

I'd  like  to  do  a  performance  with  an  amp  so  I  could  get  so  loud.  I  have  so 
many  fucking  ideas  like  an  idiot  high  school  boy  with  a  boner  anci  a  guitar. 

Timing  again.  It's  weird  when  someone  gives  you  flowers.  Every  time  my 
dad  fucked  up  or  made  me  mad  I  would  get  flowers.  It's  like  the  offense 
of  making  your  girl  cry,  not  an  apology.  Flowers  make  it  all  better.  I  like 
getting  flowers  now.  Maybe  it's  the  city  or  the  person  sending  them  has 
better  taste  than  carnations.  Really  it's  the  luxury  and  color  and  gesture.  Is 
that  killing  the  earth? 

I  like  to  spray  myself  with  perfume  before  I  go  to  bed.  Roll  in  it.  Especially 
the  ones  I  don't  wear  out  anymore,  like  CKl.  I  was  16  going  to  gay  clubs  in 
Dallas  by  myself.  It  was  hot.  That  smell  permeated  the  whole  fucking  club 
and  that  whole  time  period.  You  couldn't  turn  around  without  smelling 
it.  I  would  bring  an  apple  to  the  Village  Station,  the  three  story- 12  room 
mega  dance  floor  gay  club  in  Dallas,  and  dance  for  hours  on  end.  I  was 
exhilarated.  Just  dancing,  no  drinks.  Tlie  thrill  of  gay  movement  and  being 
on  a  floor  without  being  ogled  or  mauled  by  men  was  beyond  any  free  space 
I  had  ever  known.  It  was  mostly  men  there.  A  separate  room  and  bar,  of 
course,  for  the  drag  queen  shows.  I  was  transfixed,  the  only  white  girl  with 
bleache  blonde  hair  trying  aggressively  to  be  front  row.  Often  then  I  was  the 
only  white  girl  and  I  really  enjoyed  that. 

I  feel  subservient  to  the  politically  righteous  conceptual  artists  of  my  peers. 
They  frame  themselves  in  such  a  safe  way,  who  could  argue  ?  If  you  did,  if 
you  dare  to  disagree,  then  you  disagree  with  the  politics.  Sometimes  I  feel 
like  that  is  what  is  put  on  the  line,  challenge  me  and  my  feminist  work  and 
that  means  you  are  ignorant  and  patriarchal.  And  I  don't  know  what  they 
risked.  I  guess  I  want  that.  I  want  to  feel  a  little  passion.  I  want  to  put  up  a 
high  school  art  show.  I'm  not  a  minimalist.  I  want  to  make  a  mobile,  can't 
decide  out  of  what. 

"I  Pledge  Allegiance  to  Shit"  is  what  my  Born  Against  t-shirt  said  in  high 
school,  my  first  punk  show.  A  soldier  saluting  a  coffin.  I  got  sent  home  one 
day  for  wearing  it.  Maybe  I  can  find  it  on  eBay.  I  almost  got  up  to  do  just 
that  as  I  wrote  it. 

I'm  horny  but  I  don't  feel  like  doing  anything  about  it.  It's  the  end  of  my 
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period.  My  flower  pharmacy  panties  are  ragged  our.  I  have  a  thing  for 
pharmacy  panties.  Especially  if  I  am  in  a  foreign  country.  I  want  to  touch 
the  average  woman,  hi  Austria  they  had  thongs  at  the  pharmacy,  could  you 
imagine?  Here  they  call  the  condom  section  family  planning.  We  have  a 
language  problem  in  this  country. 

It  barely  gets  hot  up  here  and  that  makes  me  homesick,  though  by  now  I 
don't  know  if  home  could  be  used  properly  in  that  world.  I  guess  there  is  a 
forever  argument  regarding  that  one  and  formative  years. 

I'm  probably  too  old  by  mainstream  stanciards  to  walk  arounci  with  my  ass 
hanging  out  of  my  pants  like  this,  but  I  guess  that's  the  beauty  of  it.  I  keep 
having  to  battle  my  personality  aka  performance  against  my  work.  It's  like 
S  says  about  how  people  decide  to  take  things  seriously  or  not.  By  now  I'm 
not  going  out  of  my  way  to  suntan  in  order  to  keep  my  skin  looking  nice. 
I'm  concerned  about  wrinkles. 

I  have  deep  dream  fiintasies  of  places  to  call  home.  Houses  on  the  beach  left 
with  the  past  inhabitants'  possessions,  thrifty  vintage  furniture,  and  always 
a  closet  of  vintage  clothes.  Every  one  of  these  places  unfolds  and  becomes  a 
labyrinth  of  undiscovered  bedrooms  and  closets.  Our  parents  all  expected 
us  to  do  better  than  they  did,  only  this  time  the  American  dream  didn't 
work  that  way.  None  of  us  expect  to  do  better,  doing  as  in  money  having. 
Although  we  all  hope  for  it.  It  leaves  us  in  this  hole  of  expectation  without 
work.  Not  that  I  can  compare  myself  too  much,  if  I  did  have  the  same 
values,  I  would  be  doing  "better"  most  likely. 

So  here  I  AM  an  artist  and  what  do  I  have  to  hold  on  to? 

Some  respond  RIGHT  ON  SISTER,  I  am  feeling  you. 

Others  are  confused  think,  she's  asking  me  to  look  at  her  and  look  away  at 
the  same  time.  I  feel  compelled  to  look.  Someone  says  FUCK  YOU  TOO. 


K8  Hardy  hosted  a  meeting  together  with  A.K.  Burns  and  A.L 
Steiner  on  W.A.G.E. 
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Theresa  Marchetta 


fHoiv  do  you  make  feminist  art  today? 


Sometimes  feminists'  gestures  pop  into  my  mind.  This  photo  was  a 
response  to  Peiro  Manzoni  s  Living  Sculptures ...  or  at  least  a  response 
to  the  photographic  documentation  of  his  Living  Sculptures.  It  was  a 
clever  idea  and  an  easy  photo  to  make;  my  spouse  took  it  as  I  posed 
on  my  kitchen  table.  A  clever  appropriation  of  this  dead  artist  s  name, 
which  in  turn  references  his  clever  appropriation  of  living  women's 
bodies. 

But  now  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it.  Is  the  image  too  serious, 
especially  when  compared  with  Manzoni's  gleeful  expression  in  the 
original?  If  so,  is  this  kind  of  feminist  seriousness  too  "old-fashioned" 
for  today's  feminists?  I  get  the  feeling,  at  least,  that  serious  feminist 
responses  are  out  of  sync  with  what  is  popular  in  contemporary  art. 
I  don't  usually  make  easy,  clever,  gestural  photos;  I've  been  making 
conceptual,  labor-intensive,  decorative  paintings.  Can  you  help  me 
answer  some  questions  this  piece  has  raised  for  me  NPBIAC?  Is  a 
clever  one-liner  appropriation,  like  this,  always  too  easy  or  boring  to 
be  revolutionary  or  even  interesting?  Or  is  it  fun  to  take  liberties  with 
the  art  names  of  fame?  And  if  so,  is  the  fun  the  most  important  thing? 
Should  I  retake  the  photo  and  try  to  look  like  I  am  having  a  good  time, 
instead  of  coming  across  as  sad  and  serious?  Do  I  look  too  much  like 
the  "We  Can  Do  It"  Poster  produced  by  Westinghouse  for  the  War 
Production  Co-Coordinating  Committee?  Or  is  it  a  problem  that 
almost  all  of  my  hands  and  feet  have  been  edited  out  of  the  photo? 
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Jamerry  Kim 
Anna  May  Wong 


April  19,  1972 

Dear  Michael  and  Naomi, 

The  New  York  Correspondence  School  Meeting  for  Anna  May  Wong 
(the  role  of  Anna  May  Wong  will  be  played  by  Naomi  Sims)  will  be  held 
in  the  Auditorium  of  the  New  York  Cultural  Center,  2  Columbus  Circle 
on  the  afternoon  of  June  3^"^  from  l-3pm. 

The  Auditorium  is  a  very  nice  intimate  space  with  a  small  space.  As 
usual,  the  N.YC.S.  Meeting  proceed  with  no  plan  or  procedure. 

The  invitations  will  be  mysteriously  selective.  If  there  is  anyone  you 
think  might  especially  want  to  attend,  please  let  me  know  as  soon  as 
possible  or  if  there  is  anything  you  feel  you  want  to  express  about  the 
whole  thing  feel  free  to  participate. 

If  Naomi  can't  be  there  do  you  think  we  should  have  the  role  of  Anna 
May  Wong  played  by  Nam  June  Paik? 

Last  night,  we  saw  Alexandra  on  23'^'^  street  walking  a  dog  and  later 
in  the  veneing  at  Saint  Adrian's  we  saw  Jane  Forth  make  a  rather 
dramatic  entrance  with  a  dog  and  Eric  Emerson. 

I  wrote  to  Bill  King,  the  shy  photographer  of  gums  and  teeth  welcoming 
him  to  the  N.Y.C.S.  Do  you  think  we  should  ask  Joel  Grey  to  sing 
"Welcome"  at  the  Meeting?  Mario  wants  to  show  an  Anna  May  Wong 
movie.  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a  delightful  mess.  Should  we  invite  Liza 
Minelli  and  Daisy  Arnez? 

Sara  Picasso  said  she  thought  Amy  Sullivan  was  "very  middle  class"  to 
have  a  baby.  Sara  Picasso's  spit. 

Love, 

(bunny-head  drawing) 

*  a  letter  written  by  Ray  Johnson  about  the  New  York  correspondence 
School's  Anna  May  Wong  performance.  The  performance  was  written  in  part 
by  Ray  Johnson  and  Jamerry  Kim. 

The  New  York  Correspondence  School  Meeting  for  Anna  May  Wong  wiU 
be  held  at  the  New  York  Cultural  Center,  2  Columbus  Circle,  New  York 
10019  on  June  Z^^  from  1-3  pm. 
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The  performance: 

Anna  May  Wong  borne  from  the  tear  of  Avalokitesvara.  Anna 
May  Wong  will  be  the  first  woman  president  of  the  United  States. 
Anna  May  Wong  has  her  hand  open  which  clearly  says  "  Go  that 
way."  Anna  May  Wong  is  not  Evelyn  Underbill.  Anna  May  Wong 
constructed  a  bridge.  Anna  May  Wong,  3  months  old,  flew  in  an 
airplane  all  by  herself;  fit  in  a  suitcase.  Anna  May  Wong,  at  18  years 
old,  had  a  car  crash;  amnesia.  Anna  May  Wong  on  July  28*  put  two 
tennis  balls  in  a  pickle  jar.  Anna  May  Wong  is  unusually  heavy.  Anna 
May  Wong  sent  a  mystery  letter.  Anna  May  Wong,  a  24-year-old 
hippopotamus,  became  the  third  to  die  at  the  Melbourne  Zoo,  after  it 
swallowed  a  tennis  ball.  The  others  died  in  1933  and  1961.  Anna  May 
Wong  practices  the  magic  of  language.  She  comes  to  your  door  and 
says  she  is  an  agent  from  the  Internal  Revenue  Service.  She  wants 
to  inspect  your  financial  records.  Do  you  have  to  let  her  in?  Anna 
May  Wong  is  a  queen  and  doesn't  need  dance  lessons,  thank  you. 
Anna  May  Wong's  esoteric  pastime  is  whistling  "Dixie"  at  the  same 
time  she  crams  six  cigars  into  her  mouth.  Anna  May  Wong  climbs 
the  steep  carpeted  gray  stairs  to  the  top  to  find  a  Jackie  Winsor-like 
sculpture  with  a  radiating  lotus  that  welcomes  her  into  a  the  tiny 
square.  Anna  May  Wong  knows  it's  been  there  all  along.  Anna  May 
has  earned  it.  Anna  May  Wong  sent  a  penny  to  Alice  Denney,  Anna 
May  Wong  is  waiting  for  the  other  shoe  to  drop.  Anna  May  Wong  has 
a  machine  which  can  press  two  tons  of  garbage  into  a  stone  about 
35  cubic  feet  in  size.  Anna  May  Wong  as  a  baby  had  a  lot  of  curiosity 
but  not  a  lot  of  hair.  Anna  May  Wong  had  her  measles  shot.  Anna 
May  Wong  looked  in  the  Gallup,  New  Mexico  telephone  book  and 
found  three  Moneys  listed:  Alex  Money,  Ellis  Money  and  Wendell 
Money.  Anna  looked  up  Rose  Branker  in  the  Queens  telephone  book 
as  an  ode  to  her  math  problem.  Anna  May  Wong  was  amazed  to  see 
how  beefy  and  jowly  supporting  actress  Diana  Dors  has  become. 
Anna  May  Wong  leaped  into  the  Niagara  River  today  and  was  swept 
to  her  death.  "Anna  May  Wong  will  be  soft  and  hairy."  Gaudi  said 
to  Le  Gorbusier.  Anna  May  Wong  brought  Paul  Thek  a  wasp's  nest 
and  when  she  was  leavLag  he  said  "A  fellow  doesn't  get  the  hives 
every  day."  Anna  May  Wong,  who  did  not  dance,  was  at  an  obvious 
disadvantage  at  a  dancing  party.  My  name  is  Anna  May  Wong.  I 
live  in  Wurtsburg,  New  York  in  the  Catskills.  For  a  science  project 
I  put  a  note  in  a  bottle  and  send  it  down  the  Hudson.  Please  if  you 
find  it  send  it  to  me  the  date,  time,  and  place  you  found.  I  would  be 
eternally  grateful.  The  address  is  Anna  May  Wong,  Wurtzburg  Hill, 
Wurtzburg,  New  York.  It  would  mean  so  much  to  me.  Anna  May 
Wong  was  expelled  from  School  Craft  College,  because  she  wore  a 
sweatshirt  to  class  with  a  four-letter  word  in  a  10-inch-high  letters. 
Phineas  T.  Barnum  brought  the  first  elephant  to  America  in  1890. 
The  huge  beast  was  named  "Anna  May  Wong".  In  her  many  years  of 
seclusion,  Anna  May  Wong  always  wore  white.  Here  are  the  three 
ways  Anna  May  Wong  can  be  defeated:  1.  kryptonite  2.  magic  3. 
electric  pennies. 
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I  had  the  pleasure  and  privilege  of  participating  in  the  gathering  held  April 
14th  2010,  with  Maria  Lind  as  the  host. 

I  had  absolutely  no  idea,  what  NPBIAC  was.  Although  I'm  an  artist,  I 
stopped  going  to  school  a  short  while  after  my  19th  birthday,  which  was 
the  same  day  I  moved  from  my  native  Copenhagen  to  New  York,  where 
I  still  live  today.  1 1  years  later.  My  cultural  references  stem  from  movies, 
music,  photography  related  art,  street  art  and  zines,  picture  publications 
and  basically  anything  I  can  observe  walking  the  streets  of  New  York.  And 
therefore,  my  academic  knowledge  is  somewhat  non-existent  in  a  socio  - 
theoretical  context.  What  I'm  trying  to  say  is,  I  haven't  looked  at  a  book 
that  had  more  words  than  images  since  the  90's. 

My  girlfriend  got  us  "tickets"  to  NPBIAC  and  knowing  nothing  before 
going,  I  figured  it  would  be  a  dance  performance  piece  based  on  Dirty 
Dancing  and  the  pivotal  scene,  where  Jennifer  Grey's  character  is  dealing 
with  coming  of  age  as  a  woman.  Clearly  I  was  right  on  the  money. 
We  walked  into  a  small  studio  below  Canal  Street,  where  20  chairs  was 
set  in  a  circle,  and  what  appeared  to  be  a  somewhat  tight-knight  group  of 
people,  where  settling  in. 

I  felt  totally  stripped  of  any  expectations  and  found  the  mind-set  of  an 
outsider  and  observer,  one  I'm  familiar  with  through  my  artistic  practice  as 
a  photographer. 

When  we  were  encouraged  to  start  with  a  brief  introduction  of  ourselves, 
starting  from  one  end  of  the  circle,  I  had  flashbacks  of  the  discomfort  of 
being  at  school  and  having  to  say  anything  in  front  of  the  class.  Luckily, 
I  was  second  to  last  and  the  ordeal  was  with  minimal  discomfort.  The 
participants  of  this  evenings'  events  consisted  of  a  motley  crew  of  artists, 
students,  activists  and  what  occurred  to  be  friends,  and/or  fans,  of  the 
initiators  to  NPBIAC.  A  few  people  volunteered  to  take  notes,  and  Maria 
Lind  was  introduced  and  began  her  presentation.  I  had  no  idea  who  she 
was  and  what  her  jam  was  about. 
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Emilie  with  Rings,  New  York,  2008,  20x  30  inches,  Silver  gelatine  print, 
edition  1/5  bv  Nina  Mouritzen 


The  combination  of  being  a  gifted  curator,  critic  and  a  teacher  came 
into  play,  because  her  presentation  was  interesting  and  incorporated  the 
key  elements  she  spoke  of  by  letting  the  spectators  give  their  two  cents. 
Some  people  asked  in-depth  questions,  others  seemed  more  interested  in 
expressing  thought-out  monologues  that  didn't  quite  relate  to  the  discussed 
subject.  Nonetheless,  we  were  doing  exactly  what  Lind  and  NPBIAC 
wanted  us  to  do;  we  were  doing  collective  activities  through  a  participatory 
practice.  I  don't  remember  the  proper  termanologies,  but  Lind  addressed 
the  issue  of  the  third  component  in  regards  to  executing  a  successful  art 
show. 

The  overall  theme  was  the  collaborations  between  people,  and  the  evening 
was  successful  in  doing  so,  by  having  a  balance  of  speech  and  listening  on 
various  themes,  that  bridged  people  with  very  different  background  but 
through  the  "glasses"  of  contemporary  art  and  their  perception  of  it. 

I  liked  the  curiosity  the  participants  displayed  by  asking  and  sharing 
experiences  and  knowledge  on  everything  from  Union  work  to  why 
galleries  are  afraid  to  display  art  they  don't  understand  or  can't  hang. 
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Questions  were  raised  about  physical  restrictions  when  challenging  the 
frame  work  of  a  contemporary  art  space  and  how,  as  both  an  artist  and 
a  curator,  you  smash  that  frame  work.  It's  inspiring  to  sit  with  a  group  of 
people  you  don't  know  and  you  have  no  pre-conceived  notion  of,  and  share. 

This  text  is  not  meant  as  any  kind  of  in-depth  analysis  of  what  NPBIAC  set 
out  to  be,  or  whether  or  not  they  were  successful  in  their  achievements.  I'm 
sure  there  will  be  plenty  of  intellectual  reviews  from  numerous  participants, 
who  all  possess  a  much  more  articulated  opinion  and  theoretical  knowledge 
than  myself. 

It  is,  however,  meant  as  an  applause,  to  a  project  well  executed  for 
participants  who  had  no  prior  knowledge  or  expectations,  but  walking  in  as 
a  blank  canvas  and  leaving  with  a  million  ideas. 

~  Nina  Mouritzen 
New  York,  May  2010 
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Isabell  Dahlber 


Nobody  Puts  Baby  In  A  Corner 


When  they  arrived  in  NYC  to  attend  the  Whitney  Independent  Study 
Program  in  September  2009,  the  Swedish  artists  MaUn  Arnell  and  Johanna 
Gustavsson  immediately  set  up  a  feminist  space  where  they  could  meet 
with  others  to  formulate  demands  and  Utopias.  Nobody  Puts  Baby  \n  A 
Corner  (riffing  on  the  famous  line  from  Dirty  Dancing)  was  an  invitation 
to  all  Babys  to  get  out  of  the  corner  and  dance. 
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Dirty  Dancing,  video  still,  (1987). 


"  To  create  an  ongoing  feminist  discussion,  inviting  artists,  activists  and 
theorists  to  share  fascination,  indignation  and  excitement  about  societal 
structures,  private  parties,  political  fiction,  personal  faction  and  all  those 
situations  that  constitutes  everyday  life.  The  project  itself  aims  to  expand 
experiences  of  collaboration  and  develop  participatory  practices.  We  hope  to 
contribute  to  the  overthrowing  of  male  supremacy,  ethnical  supremacy  and  of 
hierarchies  connected  to  physical  and  mental  ability,  sexuality  and  class. "  ^ 


1  Excerpts  From  the  NPBIAC  statement. 
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Around  twenty  gatherings  took  place  from  October  2009  to 
June  2010,  in  a  seminar  space  on  the  fifth  floor  at  Lafayette  Street  in 
New  York.  The  evening  meetings,  7-9  p.m.,  were  on  specific  topics  such 
as  Collaborative  practices  in  contemporary  art;  Stateness  and  how  it 
informs  our  understanding  of  violence,  resistance,  co-optation,  law  and 
identity;  The  personal  narrative  in  political  writing;  Expresssions  for  anger 
and  reasons  for  action;  New  Feminist  Economy;  Desire  and  so  on.  New 
Feminist  Economy  was  so  good  they  decided  to  do  it  twice!  Meetings  were 
announced  through  email  lists  as  well  as  on  Facebook  anci  were  open  to 
anyone  interested  and  participants  came  to  include  artists,  art  historians, 
feminists,  journalists,  activists,  gallery  people,  professors  and  curious 
flaneurs,  according  to  the  organisers. 

The  recurring  format,  a  limit  of  20  participants,  as  well  as  using 
methods  like  speaking  rounds,  where  everyone  gets  to  talk  without 
interruption,  something  often  used  in  feminist  pedagogy,  were  conscious 
choices  to  create  an  intimate  atmosphere  for  a  political  discussion.  "It  has 
been  important,  through  simple  pedagogic  tricks,  to  emphasize  everybody's 
participation,  where  people  feel  responsible  for  the  group  as  a  whole."  The 
hardest  part  was  to  say  no  to  people  who  wanted  to  attend,  but  to  keep  up 
the  intimate  feeling  of  a  small  group  was  necessay,  and  despite  that  a  two 
hour  meeting  doesn't  allow  the  discussion  to  go  very  deep,  the  fact  that  you 
didn't  have  to  invest  an  entire  weekend  in  a  discussion  made  it  accessible  to 
everyone.  "Focusing  on  presence  and  intimacy  in  a  political  discussion  that 
many  perceive  as  extremly  fragmented,  a  little  here  and  a  little  there,  but 
you  are  never  really  in  the  center  of  it  in  a  city  like  New  York,  was  probably 
what  made  the  meetings  so  popular",  they  say. 

Both  artists  have  long  been  involved  in  the  feminist  activist  art 
scene  in  the  Nordic  countries,  using  performance,  performance  lectures  and 
actions.  In  2005,  together  with  artists  Line  S.  Karlstrom,  Anna  Linder  and 
Fia-Stina  Sandlund,  they  initiated  the  YES!  Association,  an  organisation 
for  art  workers  aiming  at  overthrowing  the  ruling  system  of  power 
structures  by  putting  into  practise  a  structural  redistribution  of  the  access 
to  financial  resources,  space  and  time  within  the  art  scene. 

Johanna,  together  with  artist  Lisa  Nyberg,  initiated  Malmoe  Free 
University  for  Women,  MFK,  in  2006.  Tliey  describe  it  as  an  ongoing 
participatory  art  project  and  a  feminist  organisation  for  knowledge 
production,  aiming  to  raise  and  discuss  contemporary  political  issues 
through  experimental,  radical  pedagogical  methods,  bridging  theory  and 
practice  and  challenging  dominating  norms  and  power  structures. 
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Malin  has  been  part  of  the  feminist  performance  and  artist 
group  High  Heel  Sisters,  together  with  Line  S.  Karlstrom,  Anna  Linder 
and  Karianne  Stensland  since  2002.  They  met  at  the  Art  Academy  in 
Trondheim  (Norway)  and  decided  to  start  working  together  due  to  their 
shared,  yet  varying  experiences  of  physical  attributes  of  height  (minimum 
178  cm),  shoe  size  (minimum  41)  and  age  (minimum  30yrs). 

NPBIAC  was  just  as  much  about  creating  a  space  for  discussion  as 
giving  themselves  tools  to  be  artists  and  to  continue  to  work  for  changing 
the  current  power  hierarchies,  they  say  "Perhaps  we  are  naive  (we  don't 
think  so)  but  we  are  convinced  that  political  change  is  possible  and  that 
one  of  the  means  to  achieve  this  is  to  practice  art.  Creating  situations  for 
exchange  of  knowledge,  disagreement,  argumentation,  increased  awareness, 
responsibility  towards  others  and  perhaps  most  of  all,  a  sense  of  being  part 
of  something  collective,  is  a  really  good  way  towards  change." 

We  might  be  organisers,  participants  or  spectators,  but  let  us  all 
yell:  If  we  cant  dance,  we  don't  want  to  be  part  of  your  revolution. 


Emma  Goldman,  Union  Square,  New  York  City,  1916. 
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